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PREFACE. 



As die occasion of this Poem was im1|' Bot Ati» 
titious ; 80 the method piirsued in it w«i radier 
iniposed by ▼'hat fpontaneoubly aroee In tlie 
Author's mind on thst occasion, thab maditated 
or designed. Which will appear very pnibable 
iram the fiature of it. For it diflfon Mm the 
common mode of poetry ; which is, firoin long 
narrations to draw short morals. Here, on the 
contrary, the narrative is short, and the morallty 
arittng firom it makes the bulk of rh^ PoM». 
The reasou of it is, that the facts mnutioned did 
naturally poor these moral reflections on the 
thougfat of the Writer« 
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NIGHT I. 



ONUFE, DEATH AND IlOf O&TALITT. 
TO THE RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, ESQ. 

8PKAKXK Or TBK H0U8K OF COMMOKS. 

TiRXD Nature'a sweet restorer, balmy sleep ! 

He, like the world, hie ready Tisit pays 

Where Fortune smiles ; the wretched he forsaket ; 

Bwift on hie downy pinion flies from woe, 

And light« on lids nnsullied with a tear. 5 

From Short (as usual) -and distttrbM repoM 
I wake : how happy they who wake no more t 
Tet that were Tain, if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous \ where my wreck'd, desponding thought, 
From wave to wave of fancied misery 11 

At random drove, her hekn of reason lost 
Though now restored, 'tis only change of pain, 
(A bitter change !) severer for severe. 
The Day too short for my distress ; and Night, 15 

E'en in the zenith of her dark domain, ■ 
Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess ! from her ebon throne, 
In rayless majesty, now Stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slnmbering ¥forld. 90 

Silenoe how dead ! and darkness how profound ! 
Nor eye nor listening ear an object finde ; 
Creation sleeps. 'Tis as the general pulse 
Of Hfe stood still, and Natnre made a panie : :^ 

Xn awfy pause ! prophetic of her end. 95 
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And let her prophecy be soon foIfiU'd : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silenpe and DarknoM ! aolemn nsten ! Iwins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender though 
To Reason, and on reaion build resolve 30 

(That column of true majesty in man,) 
Assist me : I will thank you in the grave ; 
The grave your kingdom : there this frame ihall fiiU 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 
Bat what are ye ?— 35 

Thoa who dldst put to flight 
Primeval Süence, when the morning starS| 
Ezulting, shouted o*er the rising ball ; 
O Thoa ! whose word from solid darkness itmck 
That spark, the Sun, strike wisdom from my mal; 40 
My soul, which flias to theo, her trust, her treanm, 
As misers to their gold, while others rest. 
Through this opaque of Nature and of Soul, 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind 45 

(A mind that fain would wander from its woe,) 
Lead It through various scenes of life and death, 
And fron each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my song ; 
Teach ni.y best reason, reason ; my best will fiO 

Teach rw^titude ; and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom ^J0 wed. and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let tho phial of thy vengeanoe, pour'd 
On thif davoted head, be poared in vain. 

The bd^ «trikes one. We take no noto of tinM 56 
But from if s loss : to giye it then a tongoe 
Is wiso in cuaa Am if an angel spoke 
I feel the sctlemn soond. If heard aright, 
It is the km )11 of my departed hours. 
Where are 1 hey ? With the years beyond tha flood. 0^ 
It is the sigE lal that demands despatch : 
How mach i s to be done ! My hopes and fean 
jffüui up alat in'd, and o'er Ufe's narrow verge 



ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 7 

Look down— on what ? A fathomleas abjai . 

A dread etemity ! how surely mine ! 65 

And can etemity belong to me, 

PooT pensioner on the boonties of an hour ? 
How poor, how rieh, how abject, how auguat, 

How complicate, how wonderful, ia man ! 

How passing wonder He wfao made hiin such! 70 

Who cenlred in our make such stränge extremes ! 

From different natores manrellously mix'd, 

Connexion exquisite of distant worlds ! 

D'istinguish*d Unk in being's endless chain ! 

Midway Crom nothing to the Deity ! 75 

A beam ethereal, sullied and absorb'd ! 

Thoagh sullied and dishonour*d, still diyine ! 

Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 

An heir of glory ! a frail child of dust ! 

Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! 80 

A worm ! A god ! — I tremble at myself, 

And in myself am lost. At home a stranger, 

Thought wanders up and down, surprisod, aghast, 

And wondering at her own. How Reason reels ! 

O what a miracle to man is man! 85 

Triumphantly distress'd ! what joy ! what droad ! 

Altemately transported and alarm'd ; 

What can preserve my life ! or what destroy . 

An angels arm can't snatch me from the graTO } 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. 90 

'Tis past conjecture ; all things rise in proof t 
IVbile o'er my llmbs Sleop's soft dominion spreadsi 
What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
0*er fairy fields, or mourn*d along the gloom 
Of pathless woods, or down the craggy steep 96 

HurFd headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool, 
Or MSiUed the ciiff, or danced on hoHow wind» 
With antic siiapes, wild natives of the brain ! 
Her ceaseless ^ht, though dcvlous, speaks her naturt 
Of subtler essenoe thau the trodden clod ; 100 

Actiye, aerial, towering, unconfincd, 
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The Bpider's moAt attemiated thread 
Is oord, iB cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly blies: it breaks at everj breeie. 480 

O je blttsfl'd tcenes of permanent delight ! 
Fall above measure ! lasting'beyond boond! 
A perpetuity of blies is blies. 
Coald you, so rieh in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghastly thought wonld drink np all yoiir Joji 
And quite unparadise the realms of Ught. 186 

Safe are you lodged above these roUing spheresi 
The baleful.influünce of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every honr, 190 

And rarely for the better ; or the best 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Each moment has its sibklo, emolous 
Of Time's enormous scjrthe, whose ample sweep 
Strikes empires firom the root ; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower sphere 196 

Of sweet domestic oomfort, and cnts down 
Tlie fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss ! sublunary bliss !-— proud words, and yain ! 
implicit treason to divine decree ! SOO 

A bold in^asion of the rights of Heavenl 
I dasp'd the phantoms, and I fonnd them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miss'd my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine SOS 

To tread out empire, and to quench the start. 
The Sun himself by thy permission shines, 
And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his t^bere i 
Amid such mighty plunder, why ezhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean ? 210 

Wliy thy peculiar rancour ¥rreak'd on me ? 
Insatiate archer ! could not one suffioe ? 
Thy shaft flow thrice, and thrice my peaee was slain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill*d her hom. 
O Cynthia! why so pale ? dost thou lament 315 
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ON LIFE, DEATH, AMD IMMORTALITY 11 
Th/ wretobad neighboor ? gneve to 8ee thy wheel 
Of oeaaeloM «biage outwhirrd in human life f 
How WUMS my borrow'd bluM ! from Fortune's smile, 
Precarioii* conrtesy ! not Virtoe's snrey 
Belf-giYeUy solar, nj of Bonnd delight. 220 

In erexy varied pofture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd overy thought of every joy ! 
Thoughti busy thougfat i too busy for my peace 
Thrangh the dark poatem of time long eli^wed, 
Le£ioftly,bytheatiUneaaofthe night, 225 

Led, Hke a murderer, (and «ach it provei !) 
Straya (wretohed rover !) o'er the plearing pait , 
In qneit of wretchedneaa perrenely straya, 
And finda all deaert now ; and meeta the ghoata 
Of my departed joys, a nmneroua train ! 830 

I roe the richea ofmy former fate ; 
Sweet comfiNt's blasted clnatera I lament ; 
I tnmble at the bleannga once ao dear, 
And every plearare paina me to the heart 

Tet why eompkin ? or why compUun for one ? 236 
Ilanga ovt the Sun hia lustre bnt for me, 
^ The Single man ? are angels all bende ? 
I moaiu for millions ; \is the common lot : 
In this shape or in that haa Fate entail'd 
TbeBMthflr'sthroesonallofwomauboni; MO 

Not warn Um ehildren than sure beirs of pain. 

War, ftiBiBe, pest, Tdcanoi storm, and fire, 
Inlestine bfoili, Oppreision, with her heart 
Wrapp'd np in tripU» brass, besiege mankind. 
God's fanage, disinherited of day, SIS 

Hera pfanged in mines, forgets a Sun was made : 
The» be i a ga , deatbless aa their haughty lord, 
Are hamiMr'd to the gaUing oar for life, 
And pkmgh the winterte wave, and reap def^iair. 
Sona ibr haxd masters, faroken under arms, 250 

In battla lopp*d awiy, with half thebr limbB) 
B^ bottar braad timaf h realini thelr taksni iviad« 
If BD tlie tyiaaf ar iiliiliiiilioii dodtti« 
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Want, ind incarable diaetM, (feil pair !) 

On hopeleM mnltitades remoneleai Mix« •%• 255 

At once, and make a refuge of tbe grave. 

How groaning hospitala eject their dead ! 

Wbai namben groan for sad admiamon thero ! 

What numbers, once in Fortune*» lap high fed, 

Solicit the cold hand of Charity ! 20C 

To shock U8 more, solicit it in vain ! 

Te iilken sona of Pleaaure ! since in paina 

Ton nie more modish TimtSy yisit here. 

And breathe from your debanch : giTO, and rednce 

Surfeit's dominion o'er yoo. Bnt so great 261 

Tour impudence, you blnah at what is right. 

^ Happy ! did sorrow leize on such alone. 
Not prudence can defend, ia viitua save, 
Disease invades the chastest temperance ; 
And punishment the guiltless ; and alarm, 2911 

Through thickest shades, pursues the fond of peaee. 
Man's caution often into danger tums, 
And his guard, falling, crushes him to death. 
Not Happinesa itself makes good her Dame > 
Our 7ery wishes give us ntit our wish. 278 

How distant oft the thing we dote on most 
From that for whioh we dote, felicity ! 
Tbe smoothest course of Natura has ita painfi 
And truest friends, through error, wound our 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! 
And what hostilitiea, without a fi>e ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth. 
But endless is the list of human iUsi 
And sigfas might sooner fiul than eame to Hg h. 

A part how amall of the terraqueous gkbe 
Is tenanted by man ! the rest a waste, 
Rocks, deserts, firozen seas, and buming mida ! 
Wild hauntfe of monsters, poiions, stinga, and dmßL 
Such is Earth'a mekuioholy map ! but, €u 
More sad ! thia earth is a true map of man : 

JBo bounded are iis haugbly lotd't dali^^ 
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To Woe's wide empire, whsre deep troubles tora, 
Lord sorrow» howl, envenom'd passionabite« 
Raven>us calamitieB our vitals leize, 
And threatening Fate wide opens to devoar. S96 

What then am I, who sorrow for myself ? 
In age, in infancy, from othero* aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind : 
Tliat Nature's first, last losson to mankind. 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels : 900 

More generous sorrow, while it sinks exalts, 
And consciouB virtue mitigates the pang, 
Nor virtue more than prudence bids me give 
Swoln thought a second Channel : who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of Iheir grief. 305 

Take, then, O World ! thy much indebted tear : 
liow sad a sight is human happmess , 

To tho8e,'whose thought can pierce beyond an hoor ! 

thou ! whate'er thou art, whose heart ezuits, 
Wouldst thou I should congratulate thy fate ! 310 

1 know thou wouldst ; thy pride demands it from me : 
Let thy pride pardon what tby Nature needs, 

The salutaiy censure of a friend. 
*Thou happy wretch ! by blindness thou art bless'd ; 

By dotage dandlod to perpetual smiles. 315 

Know, emiler ! at thy peril art thou pleased ; 

Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 

Misfortnne, like a creditor serero, 

But rises in demind for ber delay ; 

8he makes a scourgo of vast prosperity, 320 

To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

Lorenzo ! Fortime makes her court to theo ; 
'Thy fond heart dancos while the siren singSk 

Dear is thy welfare ! think me not onkind i 

1 w<mld not damp, but to secure thy joyt, 395 

Think not that fear is sacred to the storm ; 

Stand on thy gnard against the smiles of Fate. 

Is Heaven.tremendous in its frowns ? most furo; 

And in its &yours formidable too 

2 
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Its favoura here are trials, not rewards ; 330" 

A call to duty, not discharge from care, 

And should alarm us füll as much as woes, 

Awake us to their cause and consequence, 

O'er our scann'd conduct give a jealous eye, 

And make us tremble, weigh*d with our desert ; 335 

Awe Nature's tumult^and chastise her joys. 

Lest while we clasp we kill them ; nay, invert 

To worse than simple misery their charms. 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 

Like bosom friendships to resentment sour'd, 340 

With rage envenom'd rise against our peace. 

Beware what earth calls happiness ; beware 

All joys but joys that never can expire. 

Who builds on less than an immortal base, 

Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 345- 

Mine died with thee, Philander ; thy last sigh 
Dissolved the charm ; the disenchanted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Where her glittering towezs ? 
Her golden mountains where ? all darkea'd down 
To naked waste ; a dreary rale of tears. 350* 

The great magician's dead ! Thou poor^ pale picce 
Of outcast earth y in darkness i what a change 
From yesterday ! Thy darlinghope so near, 
(Long-labour'd prize !) Ohow ambition flush'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! ambition truly great, 355 

Of virtuous praise. Death's subtle seed within, 
(Sly, treacherous miner !) working in the dark, 
Smiled at thy well concerted scheme, and beckon*d 
The worm to riot on that rose so red, 
Unfaded ere it feil, one moment's prey ! 360 

Man's foresight is conditionally wise } 
Lorenzo ! wisdom ihto fblly tums 
Oft, the first instant ; its idea fair . 
To labouring thought is bom. How dim our eye ! 
The present moment terminates our sight ; 365 

Clouds, thick as those on Doomsday, drown the nezt ', 
We penetrate, we prophesy in Tain, 
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Time k dealt out by pariicles, and eaeh 

Are mingled with the Streaming- sandfl of life. 

By Fate'd inviolable oath is swom .370 

Deep silence^ — ^where Eternity heguu, 

By Nature'8 law, what may be may be now ; 
There'8 no prerogative in human honrs. 
In human hearta what bolder thought ean riae 
Than man's presumption on to-morrow's dawn? 875 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverae 
Ib sure to none ; and yet on this perhapSf 
This peradiftnturef infkmous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 380 

Our mountain hopes, spin out etemal sohemei, 
As we the Fatal Sisters could outspin, 
And, big with life 's futuritles, ezpire. 
""^Not e*en Philander had bespoke bis shroud ; 
Nor had he cause ; a warning was denied. 386 

How many fall as sudden, not as safe ! 
As sudden, though for years admonish'd home ; 
Of hiiman ills the last extreme beware y 
Bowar«, Lorenzo ! a slow, sudden death : 
How dreadful that deliberatc surprise ! 390 

Be wise to-day ; *tis madness to defer : 
Next day the fatal precedent will pJead ; 
Thus on, tili wisdom is push a out of life. 
Frocrastination is the thief of time ; 
Tear afler year it steals, tili all are fled, 395 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast concems of pn etemal scene. 
If not so frequent, would not this be stränge ? 
That *tis so frequent, this is stranger still. 

Of man's miraculous mistakes this bears 400 

The palm, < That all men are about to live/ 
For eyer on the brink of being bom : 
AU pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel, and their prido 
On this reyeraion takei up ready praiae -, 4fiß 



16 TAB COMPLAINT. e. i. 

At least their own ; their future aelves applands. 

How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 

Time lodged in their owa hiuids is Folly's veils ; 

That lodged in Fate'fi to wisdom they consign ; 

The thing they ean't bat imrpose they postpone. 410 

'Tis not in foUy not to Bcom a £ool, 

And Scan» in kuman wisdom to do more. 

All promiso is poor dilatory nana, 

And that throngh eyery stage. When young, iadeed, 

In füll content we sometioies nobly rest, . 416 

Unanxious fbr ouroeive», and only wish, 

As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise» 

At thirty man sospects himself a feol ; 

Enows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 

At fifty chides bis infamous delay, 420 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve ; 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Resolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. 

And why ? because he thinks himself immortal. 
All men think all men mortal but themselves ; 425 
Themselves, when some alarming shock of Fate 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the suddendread* 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon close ; where pass^d the shafl no trace is found. 
As from the wing no scar the sky rotains, 430 

The partedwave uo furrov; from the keel, 
So dies in human hearts the thought of dcath : 
E'en with the tender tear which Nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their giave, 
Oau I forget Philander ? that wore stränge ! 435 

my füll heart ! — But should I give it vent, 
The longest night, though longer far, would fkil, 
And the lark listen to my miduight song. 

The sprightly lark's sbrill matin wakes the morn ; 
Griof 's sliarpest thorn hard pressing on my breast, 

1 stiive. with wakeful molody, to cheer 441 
The suUen gloora, sweet Philomel ! like thee, 

Aod, call tho stars to listen : every star 
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Is deaf to mine, enamour'dof tl^laj. 
Tet be not rain ; there are who thine excel, 445 

And chann through distant ages. Wrapp'd in shade, 
Prisoner of darkness ! to the silent hours 
How often 1 repeat their rage divine, 
To lull my griefs, and Bteal mj heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 450 

Dark, though not blind like thee, Mssonides ! 
Or, Milton ! thee ; ah, could I reach your strain 
Or his* who made MsBonides our own. 
Man, too, he sung : immortal man I sing : 
Ofl bursts my song beyond the bounds of life : 455 

What, nowy but immortality can please P i^ 

O had he prees d his theme, pursued the track 
Which opens out of darkness into day ! 
O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I sink, and simg immortal man, 460 

Uow had it bless'd mankind, and rescued me ! 

* Pope. 
2» 
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OH TIME. 0E4TH, AND FRIEN06B1P. 

TO THE 

R1GHT HON. TUE EARL ÜP WILIMINGTON. 

• When the cock crew, he wept,* — smote by that eye 

Which looks on me, on all ; that Power who Inda 

This midnight sentinel, vith darion shrill, 

Emblem ofthat which shall dwake the dead, 

Rouse souls fVom slumber, mto thoughts of Heaven. 5 

Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude ? 

And forttti'de abandon'd, where is man ? 

1 know the termii on which -he sees the light : 

He that is bom is listed * life is war ; 

Eternal war with woe : who bears it best ](^ 

Deserves it least. — On other theines 1*11 dwell. 

Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on tiiee ; 

And thine on themes may proiit ; profit there 

Where most thy need. ThemeSi too, the genuioe 

growth 
Of dear Philander's dust. He thus, thongh dead, 1& 
May still befriend. — What themes ? Time's wondrous- 

price, 
Death, friendship, and Philander's final scene. 

So could I touch these themes as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite disengaged, 
The good deed would delight me ; half impress 90 
On my dark cloud an Irid, and from grief 
Call glory. — Dost t iou mourn Philander's &te ? 
I know theo say'st it : says thy life the same ? 
JEf« *noani8 the dead who Uves as they desire. 
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Wh«^isthatthir8t,thataTariceofTime, !85 

(O glorious a?arice !) thought of death inspiret, 
• Ab rumour'd robberies endeor our gold ? 
O Time ! than gokl more sacred ; more a load 
Than lead.to fools, and fools reputed wise. 
What moment grantod man without account ? 90 

What years are squander'd, Wisdom's debt unpaid ? 
Our weallh in daya all due to that discharge. 
Haste, haste, ho lies in wait, he's at the door ; 
Insidious Death ! should his strong hand arresty 
No compoeition sets the prisoner free, 35 

Eternity's inexorable choin 

V Fast bmds, and vcngeance claims the fuU arroar 
' — How late I shudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call'd for her last refuge in dcspair ! 
That time is niino, O Mead ! to thee I owe ; 4C 

Fain would I pay thee with eternity. 
Ikit ill my genius answers my desire : 
My sickly «ong is mortal, past thy ciüre. 
Accept the will : — ^that dies not with my straiQ. 

For what calls thy< disease, Lorenzo ? not 45 

For Esculapian, but for moral aid. 
Thou think'st it folly to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rieh in iime ; it may be poor : 
Part with it as with money, sparing ; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its worth ; 30 

And what it's worth, ask deathbeds ; they can tolU 
Part with it as with life, reluctant ; big 
Wltli holy hope of nobler time to come ; 
Timo higher aim'd, still nearer tbe great mark 
Of men and angels, virtue more divine. 05 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, ^ain ? 
(These Heaven benign in vital uuion binds) 
And Sport we like the natives of the bough, , 
When vemal suns inspire ? Amüsement reigns, 
Man*« grcat demand : to trifle is to live : 60 

And is it then a triflj, too, to die ? 
Thoa «iyVit Ipreach« Lorenzo ! *tis emfesv'd 
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20 THE COMPLAINT. h. n. 

What if, for ance, I preach thee quiie awake ? 

Who wants amusemeut in the flanie of battle ? 

Is it not treason to the soul immortali 6S 

Her foes in arms, etemity the prize ? 

Will toys amuse when medicines cannot care ? 

When spirits ebb, when life's enchanting scenef 

Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight, 

As lands and cities with their glittoring spires, 70 

To the poor «hatter'd bark, by sudden storm 

ThroMi n ofT to sea, and soon to perish there ; 

Will toys amuse P No ; thrones will then be toys. 

And oarth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

Redeem we time ? — Its loss we dearly buy. 75 

What pleads Loren zo for bis high prized sports ? 
He p' 38 ds Time's namerous blanks ; he loudly pleads 
The strawlike trifles on Life 's common stream. 
From whom those blanks and trifles but from theo ? 
No blank, no trifle Nature made or meant. 60 

Virtue, or purposed virtue, still be thiqe ; 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; this leaves 
In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This greatens, fiUs, immortalizes all ; 
This the bless'd art of turning all to gold ; 86 

This the good heart's prerogative to raise 
A royal tribute from the poorest hours : 
Immense revenue ! every moment payt. 
If nothing more than parpose in thy power, 
Thy purpose firm is equal to the deed. 90 

Who does the best his circumstanee allows 
Does weil, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint : 
*TiB not in things o*er thoiight to domineer. 
Guard well thy thought : our thoughts are heard in 
Heaven ! 96 

On all important time, through every age, 
Though much, and warm,the wise have urgedytbe 
Is yet unbom who duly weighs an hour. 
* rve lofft a day/ — ^the prince who nobly eriedy 
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Ilad been an emperor without bis cro^lH K)P 

Of Romc ? say, rather, lord of human raöe : 

He spoke as if deputed by mankind. 

So should all speak : so reason apeaks in all 

From the soft whiapers of tha^ God in man, 

Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 106 

For rescue from t|ie blessings we possesi» ? 

Time, the supreme ! — ^Time is Etemity ', 

Pregnant wüh all cfcemity can give ; 

Pregnant with all that makes archangels tadle. 

Who morders Time, he crashes in the birth 110 

A powf T ethcreal, only not adpred. 

Ah ! how unjust to Nature and hiraself 
Is thoughtless, thankless, incotisistent mau ! 
Like children babbling nonsense in their sports 
We censHre Nature for a span too short ; 115 

That span too short we tax as tcdious too ; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To lash the Ungering moments into speed, 
And whirl üs (happy riddance !) from ourselvos. 
Art, bralnless Art ! our furious charioteer, 120 

(For Nature's voice unstifled would recal) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death ; 
Death most our dread ; death thus more dreadful made 
O what a riddle of absurdity ! 

Leisure is pain ; takes off our chariot wheels : 125 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Bless'd leisure is our ourse ; like that of Caini 
It makes us wander, wander earth around, 
To fly that tyront Thought. As Atlas groanM . 
The World beneath, we groan beneath an hour : 190 
We cry for mercy to the next amusement ; 
The next amusement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight inconvenience ! prisons hardly frown, 
From hatefiil time if prisons set us free. 
Tet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 135 

We call him cruel ; years to inoments shrink, 
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Agtß to jean. The telescope is tnni'd : 
To man 's fidse optics (from his foUy fmlse) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And seems to creep, decrepiC with his age, 140 

Behold him when pass'd by ; what then is seen 
Bot his broad pinions swifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction streng, 
Rueful, aghaat, cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes these errors and these iils ; 145 
To Nature just, their cause and eure explore. 
Not short Heaven's bounty, boundless our expenae ; 
No niggard Nature, men are prodigals. 

\^J^o wasto, not use our time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time wasted is existence ; used, is lifo : 150 

And bare existence mau, to live ordain*d, 
Wrings and oppresses with enormous weight. 
And why ? since time was given for use, not waste, 
Enjoin'd to fly, with tempest, tide, and stars, 
To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man. 155 

Time's use was doom'd a pleasure, waste a pain, 
That man raight feel his error if uni>eon. 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his eure ; 
Not, blundering, split on idleness for ease. 169 

Life's cares are comforts ; such by Heaven design'd ; 
He that lias none must make thera, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
The soul is on a rack, the rack of rest, 
To souls most adverse, action all their joy. 

Here th6n the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 165 
Thcn Time tums torment, when man tums a fool. 

■ We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plan ; 
\ /o thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed, 
Who ^hwart His will shall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarreis with ourselves ; 170 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broU : 
We push Time from us, and we wish him back : 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life : 
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Life we think long and short , death seek and shun : 
Bodj and soul, like peevish man and wife, 175 

United jar, and jet are loath to pari. 

Oh the dark days of ranity ! wblle here 
flow tastelcBs ! and how terrible when gone ! 
Gone ? thej ne'er go } when pass'd, they hauni U8 atTA « 
The spirit walks of every day deceaserd, 180 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time past 
And tin»e possess'd both pain us, what can pleaae ? 
That which the Deity to please ordain'd, 
Time used. The man who consecrates bis hooni 185 
By vigoroas effort and an honest aim, 
At once he draws the sting of life and death ; 
He walks with Nature, and her paths are peace. 
Our error's cause and eure are seen : see next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, speed, 190 

And thy great gain from urging bis career,— 
An sensual man, because untoucb'd, unseon, 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing eise 
Is tnily man's ; 'tis Fortune's. — Time 's a god ! 
Hast thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 195 
For, or against, what wonders can he do ! 
And will : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Not on those terms was Time(Heaven'a strangiar !}ient 
On btS important embassy to man. 
Loreiizo ! no : on the long-destlned honri 200. 

From everlasting a^M growing ripe» 
Thatt memorable hour of wondroun birth, 
When the Dread Sire, cn emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, rising in hip might, 
Call'd forth Creation (for then Time was bom) 205 
By Godhead Streaming through a thousand worldfi ; 
Not on those terms, from the gieat days of Heaveiii 
)f>om old Eternity's mysterious orb 
Was Time cut off, nnd cast beneath the skies ; 
The skies, which watch him in his new abode, 210 
MeasuriHg bis motions by revolving spheres, 



»4 THE COMPLAINT. ■. n 

That hdrologe machinory divine. 

Hoars, dajR, and nionths, and years, his childreni plaji 

Like nuinerous winga, around him, as he flies ; 

Or rather, as unequal plumes they shape 215 

His ample piniocs, swift as darted flame, 

To ^n his goal, to reach his ancient rest, 

A.nd join anew Eternity, his sire ; 

[n his immutability to nest, 219 

When worlds, that count his circles ncw, unhinged 

(Fate the loud signai sounding) headlong rush 

To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

Why spur the speAdy ' why with levities 
New-wing thy short, short day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'st thou or what thou dost, or what is done ? 225 
Man flies irom Time, and Time from man : too soon, 
In sad divorce, this double flight must end ; 
And then where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then, 
Thy Sports, thy pomps ? I grant thee in a State 
Not unambitious ; in the ruffled shrond, 230 

Thy Parian tomb*s trtumphant arch beneath. 
Has Death his fopperies ? then well may Life 
Fat on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

Te well array'd ! ye lilies of our land ! 
Te lilies male ! who neither toil nor spin, 235 

(As sister-lilies might) if not sc wise 
As Solomon, more sumptuous to the eigbt ! 
Yb delicate ! who nothing can support, 
Tourselves most insupportable ! for whom 
The winter-rose must blow, tho Sun put on 240 

A brighter beam in Leo ; silky-^ofl, 
FaYonious ! breatbe still softer, or be chid ; 
And other worlds send odoiirs, sauce, and song. 
And robes, snd notions, framed in Foreign loomi l 
O ye Lorenzos of our a<ve ! who deem .M 

One moment unamused a misery 
Not made for feeble man ! who cell aloud 
For eyery bauble driveFd o'er by sense ; 
For rattles and ooneeits of every cast ; 
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For change of follies and rdays of joy, SiSO 

To 6xkg jonr patient through the tedioas length 
Of a ah^ winter's day— ^-saji sages ! lay, 
Wit's Oracles ! aayi dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will yoa weather an etamal night, 
Where luch ezpcdiei^ts fail ? — S55 

O treacherous Conacience ! while she seema to sleep 
On roae and myrtle, lull'd with. airen aong ; 
While aha seema, nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the slacken'd rein. 
And giye us ap to license, onrecall'd, 260 

Unmark'd : see, from behind her sectet standi 
The sly inforiner minutes every fault. 
And 'her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the gross act alone iemplnys her pen ; 
She recnnnoitres Fäncy*s airy band. 265 

A watchfui foe ! the formidable spy 
Listening, o'erfaears the whispers of our camp, 
Our dawning purposes of h'eart ^Iplores, 
And steäls our embryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapaciouB utorers'conöeal 270 

Their doomsday-book ftbm all-cötiilnming heirs, 
Tbufc, with iudolgence most severe, she treata 
Us spendthrifls of inestimable time, 

v^nnoted, notes oaeh mönient inisapplied ; 

^1n leaves more doräble than leayes of brass . 275 

Writes our wliole hislory, y*hich Death ahall read 
'*la every pale delinqu'ent's private ear. 
And judgmeht pnblish , publish to more workls 
Than thisj Imd lAidlei«^ age in groans tesound. 
Lorenzo ! such that aleeper in thy breast ; 2d9 

Such is her slumber,' and her vengeancö such 
' For slighted counsel ; such thy futürö peäce ; 
And think'st thou still thou canst bö wise to6 soon t 

But why on time so lavlsh is my Hong ? 
On this greai'ilieme khid Natura keepi a ichool "265 
Tö teacK her sonk bitrself Eaelr night we die ; 
£8C& nbm'are bom aiiew : each day a lif» * 

3 
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And shal] we kill each day ?^f triflingr killS| 

Suro vipe must butchor./ O what heaps of slaiBr 

Cry out ibr veugeance on us ! Time deitroy'd 890 

Is suicide, where more than blood b spilt. 

Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heaven inviteti 

Hell threatens : all exerts ; in eflbrt all, 

More than creation, labours ! Laboors more ? 

Aud is there in creation what, amidst S95 

This tumult universal, wing'd despatch. 

And ardent energy, supinely yawns ?— > 

Man sleeps, iSid man alone ; and man, whoae fiLte, . 

Fate irreversible, entire, extreme, 

Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o'er the golf 300 

A moment trembles ; drops ! and man, for whom 

All eise is in alarm ; man, the sole cause 

Of this surrounding storm ! and yet he sleep«, 

As the storm rock'd to rest ! — Throw years away ? 

Throw empires, and be blameless : moments aeixe» 906 

Heaven's on their wing ; a moment we may mak, 

When worlds want wealth to buy . Bid Day «tuid itilli 

Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 

The period past, regive the given hour. 

Lorenzo .' more than miracles we want. 810 

Lorenzo— O for yesterdays to come ! 

Such is the language of the man awake, 
His ardour such for what oppresses thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge. 316 

To-day is yesterday return'd ; return'd 
Füll power^d to cancel, expiate, raise, adom, 
And reinstate us on the rock of peace. 
Let it not share its predecessoi 's fate, 
Nor, like its eider sisters, die a fooL 
Shall it evaporate in fume, fly off 
Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still ? 
Shall we be poorer for the pleuty ponr'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of Heaven ? 

Where ihi^l I find him f Apg^ls ! t^U me v' 
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Tou koow hitß : he is near jou ; point hira out. 
Shall I see glorios beaming £rom bis brow, 
Or trace bis fbotsteps by tho rising flowers ? 
Tour golden wings, now hovering o'er hinii shed 
Protection ; now are waving in applause 330 

To that bless'd son of foresight ! lord of Fate ! 
That awful independent on to-morrow ! 
Whose work is done ; who triumpbs iu the past ; 
Whose jesterdays look backwards with a smile 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound hlm as they fly ; 335 
That common but opprobrious lot ! Past hourt, 
If not by guilt, yet woand us by their flight> 
If folly bottnds our prospect by the grave ; 
All foeling of futurity benumb'd ; 
AU godlike ptosion for etemals quench'd ; 340 

All relish of realities expir^d ; 
Renounced all correspondence with tho skies ; 
Ou^ freedom chain*d ; quite wingless our dosire ; 
In sense dark-prison'd idl that ought to soar ; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 345 

Dismounted every great and glorious aim ; 
Imbruted every faculty divine ; 
Heart-buried in the rnbbish of the world, 
The World, that gulf of souls, immortal souls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 350 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which shall not moum their masters 

chahged ; 
Though we from earth, ethereal they that feil 
Such veneration due, O man to man ! 

Who venerate themselves tne world despise. 355 
For what, gay friend ! is this escutcheon'd World, 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night ? 
A night that glooms us in the noontide ray, ' 
And wraps our thoughts at banquets in the shroud. 
Life's Utile stage is a small eminence, 360 

Inch high the grave abovo, that home of man, 
Where dwells t-he multitude : we ^axe «kSo\md.\ 
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We read their monuments ; we sigh ', and whil« 
We sigh we smk ; and are what we deplored : 
Lamenting or lamented all our lot ! 365 

Is Deatli at distance ? No ; he has been on thee. 
And given sure earnest of his final blow. 
Those houTfl that lately smiled, where are they now t 
Pallid to thought, and ghastly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great deep which nothing disembogues ! 370 
And, dying, they bequeath'd tnee small renown 
The rest are on the wing : how fleet thelr flight . 
Already fa[aa the fatal train took fire ; 
A momenti and the world's blown up to ,thee ; 
The Sun is darkness, and the stars are davt 375 

'Tis greatly wise to talk with our pndt hours, 
And ask them what report they bore to Heaven, 
And how they might have borne more welcome newt, 
Their answcrs form what men Ezperience call ; 
If Wisdom's friendi her best ; if not, worst foe. 380 
U reconcile them ! kind Ezperience cries, 
* There's nothing here but what as nothing weighs > 
The more our joy, the more we know it vain, 
And by sucöess are tutor'd to despair.* 
Nor is it only thus. but must be so. 385 

Who knows not this, thou^rh gray, is still a cbild. 
Loose then from earth the grasp of fönd desire ; 
Weigh anchor, and some happier clime ezplore. 

Art thou 8Q. moor'd thou. canst not disengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future scenes ? 390 
Since by lif&*s passing breath, blown up from earth, 
Light as the summer's dust, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again, 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soll, 
And sieep, tili Earth herseif shall be no more ; 305 
Since then (as emmets, their small world o'erthrown) 
We, sore amazed, from out earth's rains crawl, 
And rise to fate extreme of foul or &ir, 
As man*8 own choice, (Controller of the skies ) 
As man's despoüc will, perhaps one hour, 40C 
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(O how omnipotent is Time !) decrees ; 
Should not each warning give a strong alarm ? 
Waming, fhr less than that of bosom tom 
From bosom, bleeding o'er the sacred dead ! 
Should not each dial strike us as we pass, 105 

Portentous, as the iirritten wall which Struck, 
0*er midnight bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile high flush'd with insolence and wine ? 
Like that, the dial speaks, and points to theo, 
Lorenzo ! loath to break thy banquet up : — 410 

' O Man ! thy kingdom is departing from thee, 
And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade.' 
Its silent lan^age such ; nor need*8t thou call 
Thy Magi to decipher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy walls : 415 

Dost ask how ? whence ? Belshazzar-like, amazed : 
Man'» make encloses the sure seeds of death ; 
Life feeds the marderer : ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then^his nurse devours. 

But herc, Lorenzo, the delusion lies ; 420 

That solar shadow, as it measures life, 
It life resembles too. Life spoeds away 
From point to point, thoogh seeming to stand still. 
The cunning fugitive is swill by stealth : 
Too subtie is the movement to be seen ; 425 

Yet soon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Wamings point out our danger ; gnomons, time : 
As these are useless when the Sun is set. 
So those, but when more glorious Reason shines. 
Rea^on should judge in all ; in Reason^s eye 430 

That sedentary shadow travels hard ; 
But such our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish, 
'Tis later with the wise than he's aware. 
A Wilmington goes slower than tho Sun ; 435 

And all mankind mistake their time of day ; 
E'en Age itaelf. , Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrow*d brows. So gentle Vifei*« d«Bß«TfiL« 
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Wo shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for the spring, 440 

And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 

Man must compute that age he cannot feel, 

He scarce believes he's older for bis years. 

Thus at life's latest eve we keep in störe 

One disappointment sure, to crown tfae rest, 44S 

The disappointment of a promised hour. 

Ou this, or similar, Philander ! thou 
Whose mind was moral as the proacher's tongue, 
And strung to wield all science worth the name, 
How oflen we taik'd down tlie summer's sun, 450 
And cool'd our passions by the breezy stream ! 
How oflen thaw'd and shorten'd winter^s eve 
By conflict kind, that Struck out latent truth, 
Best found so sought, to the recluse more coy ! 
Thoughts diseqtangle passing o'er the lip ; 456 

Clean nins the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song ; 
Song, fashionably fruitless, such as stains 
The fancy, and unhallow'd passion fires, 
Chiming her saints to Cythcrea's fane. 460 

Know'st thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains ? 
As bees mix*d ncctar draw from fragrant flowers, 
So men from Friendship, wisdom and deligbt ; 
Twins, tied by Naturo ; if they part, tbey die. 
Hast thou no friei^d to set thy mind abroach ? 465 
Good sense will stagnate. Thoughts shut up want air. 
And spoil, liko bales unopen'd to the sun. 
Had thought been all, sweet speech had been denied ; 
Speech ! thought's canal ; speech ! thought 's criterion 
too : 469 

Thought in the mine may come forth gold or dross ; 
When coin*d in word, we know its real worth : 
If bterling, störe it for thy future use ; 
Twin buy theo benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more posses»*d ; 
Teaching we leam ; and giving we retoin 475 
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The births of inteUect ; when dtunb, forgot. 
Speech vectilates our intellectual fire ; 
Speech bunushee our mental magazine ; 
Brightens for omament, and whets for um. 
What nurabersi sheath'd in erudition, lie 480 

Plunged to the hlltn m veherable tomes. 
And rusted in, who might Have bome an edge, ' 
And play'd a spriglitlj beam, if born to speech, 
If bom bless'd heirs of half their mother*s tongue ! 484 
*Tis thought's ezhcange, which, like the'alternate pnah 
Of wavos conflicting, breaks the learned Bcunii 
And defecates tho student's standing pool. 
In contemplation is his proud resource ? 
'Tis poor as proud, bj oonvorse unsustain'd. 
Rüde thought runs wild in Contemplation's field ', 490 
Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due restraint ; and EmuIation*s spur 
Gives graceful duergy, by rivals awed. 
*Tis converse qiialifies for solitude, 
As exercise for salutary rest : 405 

By tlmt untutor'd, Contemplation raves ; 
And Nature's fool by Wisdom's is outdone 

Wisdom, though richer than Peruyian mines. 
And sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hiye| 

What is she but the means of happiness ? 500 

That unobtain'd, than Folly more a fool ', 

A melancholy fool, without her belle. 

Friondship, the means of wisdom, richly gives 

The prbcious end, which makes our wisdom wise. 

Nature, in zeal for human amity, 505 

Denies or damps an undivided joy. 

Joy is an Import : joy is an exchange ; 

Joy flies monopolists ; it calls for two * 

Rieh fruit ! Heaven-planted ! never pluck*d by ose. 

Needful auxiliars are our friends, to (^ve 510 

To social man true relish of himself. 

Pull on ourselves dcscending in a line, 

I^easure's bright beam is feoble \a d!b\i|^\ 
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Delight intense is taken by rcbound ; 
Reverberated pleasures fire the breast. 

Celestial Happiness ! wbcne'er she stoops 
To Visit Earthy one shrine the ^nddess finds, 
And one alone, to make her sweet amends 
For absent Heaven — ^the bosom of a friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally soft, 
Each other's pillow to repose divine 
Beware the counterfeit ; in passion's flame 
Hearts melt, bat melt like ice, soon harder froze. 
True love strikes root in reason, passion's foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for life ; l 

I wroD^ her much — entenders us for ever. 
Of Friendsbip's fairest frnits, the fruit most fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 
And emulouslj rapid in her race. 
O the sofl enmitj ! endearing strife ! i 

This carries Friendship to hör noontide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friendship, which outlives my form er thena 
Glorious survivor of old Time and Death ! 
From Friendship, thus, that flower of heavenly teo 
The wise extract earth's most hybican blissi ( 

Superior wisdom, crown'd with smiling joy. 

But for whom blossom« 'Jiis Elysian Ho wer ? 
Abroad they find who cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo ! pardon what my love extorts, i 

An honest love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of foUies fasten on the great, 
Nene clings more obstinate than fancy fond, 
That sacred friendship is their easy prey 
Caught by the waflure of a golden Iure, £ 

Or fascination of a highborn smile. 
Their smiles the great, and the coquette, throw out 
For others* hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no less of ours, when such the bait. 
T« Fortone's cofferers ! ye powers of Wealth ! S 
Cuk gold gain friendship ? impudence of hope 
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As wen mere man an imgelmight beget. 

LoTO, uid love oiily, is the loar. for love. 

Lorenzo ! pride repress, nor hope to find 

A firiend, bat what has tbund a firiend in theo : 6^ 

All like the pnrchasoi few the price will pay ; 

And thu makes friends such ndracles below. 

What if (suxce daring on so nice a theme) 
I show thee friendship delicate as dear, 
ortender violations apt to die ? 660 

Reserve will wonnd it, and distrust destroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy firiend : 
But since firiends grow not thick on every bough 
Nor every friend unrotton at the core, 
First on thy friend deliberale with thyself ; 665 

Pause, ponder, sift ; not eagor in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the chosen : fixing, fix ; 
Judgo before firiendship, then confide tili death. 
Well for thy firiend, but nobler fkr for thee. 
How gallant danger for earth's highest prize ! 570 
A firiend is worth all hazards we can run. 
* Poor is the friendless master of a world ; 
A World in purchase for a firiend is gain.' 

So sung ho (angels hear that angel sing . 
Angels firom friendship gather half their joy) 575 

So seng Philandor, as his friond wisnt roui^d 
In the. rieh ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow solute, and ever laughing eye. 
He drank long health and virtue to his fiiend ; 580 
His firiend ! who warm'd him morci who more inspired. 
Friendship's the wino of life ; bat firienaship new 
(Not such was his) is neither streng 9or pure. 
! for the bright complezion, cordial warmth, 
And elevating spirit ofa firiend, 585 

For twenty summers ripening by my side ; 
All feculence of falsehood long thrown down, 
All social Virtues rising in his soul, 
As erystal clear, and sniUiug as they rise ! 
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Here nectar flows ; it sparkies in our aighi : 80# 

Rieh to the taste, and genuine from the beut. 

Higb-flavour'd bliss for gods ! on earth htfw rare ! ' "^ 
On earth bow toit ! — Philander is no mdn. *r' 

Think*st thou the theme mtoxicates my tong ? *, 

Am I too warm ? — Too wjBurm I cannot be. (595 ^ 

I loved him mach; but now I lovo bim more. * 

Ijike birds, wbose beautics languish, half conoeal*d^ 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glossy plmnes 
Erpanded, shine with axure, green, and gold ; 
How blessings brighten as they take their flight ! 600 
His flight Philander took, bis upward flight, 
If e\er soul ascended. Ilad he dropp*d, 
(That eagle genius !) O bad he let fall 
One feather as he flew, I then bad wrote 
What friends might flatter, prudent foes forbear, 606 - 
Rivals scarce damn, and Zoilus reprieve. 
Tet what I can T must : it wero profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the skies, 
And cast in shadows bis iUustrious cIobo. 
Strange ! the theme most affecting, most sublime, 610 
Momentous most to man, sbould sleep unsung ! 
And yet it sloeps, by genius unawaked, 
Painim or Christian, to the blush of Wit. 
Man's highc!^ triomph, man*s profoundest fall, 
The deathbed of the just ! is yet undrawn 615 

By mortal band ; it merits a divine : 
Angels sbould paint it, angels ever there, 
There on a post of honour and of joy. 

i)are I presume, then ? but Philander bids, 
And jplory tempts, and inclination calls. 620 

Yet am I Struck, as Struck the soul beneath 
Aerial groves' impenetrable gloom, 
Or in some mighty ruin's cK)Iemn shade, 
Or gazing, by pale iamps, on bighborn dust 
In vaults, tbin courts of poor unflatter*d kings, 625 
Or at the roidnight altar's ballow'd flame. 
II ifl religion to procced : I pause-« 
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And ip^pTi awed, the temple of my theme. 

Iftit hii deathbed ? No ; it is his Bhrine • 

Behold him there just rising to a god. 690 

The Chamber where the good m&n meets his &te 
.Je privileged bejond the common walk 
Of ▼hrtuoui li&, quite in the yerge of Heayen. 
Flj, ye profane ! if not, draw near with awe, 
ReoeiTe the blessing, and adore the chance (Sü6 

That threw in this Betheeda your disease : 
if imreetored by this, despair your eure ; 
For here resistless Demonstration dwells. 
A doathbed 's a detector of the heart ! 
Here tircd Dissimulation drops her mask, 640 

Throogh Life 's grimace that mistress of the scene ! 
Here real and apparent arc the same. 
Ton aee tho man, you soo his hold on Heaven, 
If sound his virtue, as Philander's sound. 
Heaven waits not the last moment ; owns her friends 
On this side death, and points them out to men ; 646 
A leeture silent, but of sovereign power ! 
To Vice confusion, and to Virtuo poace. 

Whatever farce the boastfiil hdro plays, 
Virtue alone has majesty in death ; 650 

And greater still, the moro the tyrant frowns« 
Philander ! he severely frown'd on theo. 
' No waming given ! unceremonious fate ! 
A Budden rush from life's meridian joys ! 
A wrench from all we love ! from all we are ; 665 
A restless bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
Beyond conjecture ! feeble Natureis dread ! 
Streng Reason*s shudder at the dark unknown ! 
A sun extinguish'd ! a just opening grare ! 659 

And, oh ! the last, the last ; what ? (can wordfezpresf^ 
Thought reach it ?) the last — silence of a fiiend !' 
Where are those horrors, that amazement, where 
This hideous group of ills whlch singly shock ? 
Demand from man — ^I thought him man, tili now. 664 
ThroughNature'swreekithroughYBoquish'd agoniee 
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(Like the starsstniggling through thismidnightgloom) 
'Whal gleams of joj ! what more tban human peaee ! 
Whore tho frail mortal^ the poor abject worm ? 
No, not in death tbe mortal to be fonnd. 
His coiMiuct ii a legacy for all, 690 

Richer than Mammon*« for bis Single heir. 
His comforters he eomfort« ; great in min, 
With unreluetant grandeur giyes, not yields 
His soul sablima, and closes '^v^ith his fate. 

How OUT hmstU bnrn*d within as at the seene * 075 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to mm ? 
His God Bustains him in his final hpnr ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man*s glory Heaven vouchsafes to call her owb. 
We gaae, we weep ; mix'd tears of grief and joj t 6B0 
Auiazement strikes : devotion bursts to flama : 
Christians adore ! and infidels belieye ! 

As Bojne tall tower, or lofly moontun's brow, 
Potains the Sun, illostrioas, firom its height, 
While rising vapours and deecending shades, 666 
With damps and darkness, drown the spacious yale • 
Undamp'd bj doubt, undarken'd by despair, 
Philander thus aogustly rears his head, 
At that black hour which general horror shedi 
On the low level of the' inglorious throng : 62v 

Sweet peace, and hoayonly hope, and himibla joy 
Divin Jy beam on his exaHed soul ; 
Destruction gild and crown him for the i^s-, 
With incommimicable Instre brif ht 
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Vfavtüma* 

TO HER a&ACE THE DUCHESS «)F PORTLAHAr 



.IpMoaiida quidem, Karent si IgnoMere Biants. 



Fbom teamSyiHiere thoughl in Fanoy*f mazenoui ma^ 
Tb Raawn, that heaven-lighted lamp in man, 
Onee mom I wake ; and at the deatined hooTi 
Ponetiial as loyen to the moment aworn, 
I keep niy aaaignation with my woe. B 

O ! loat to Tirtae, loat to manly thooghti 
Loit to the noble saUies of the aoul ; 
Who think it aolitode to be alone. 
Conmrankm aweet ! commonion lar^ and hi|(h t 
Oor reaaon, fnardian-angel, and oor God ! ICf 

Then neaMit theee, when othen moat remote ) 
And all, ere long, riudl be remote but these : 
How dreadfiil, then, to meet them all alone, 
Aetranger! miaoknoidedged ! nnapproved! 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy breait ; 15 
To win thy wiah oreatign haa no more : 
Or if we wiah a fourth, it ia a friend.— -^ 
Bot frienda how mortal ! dasgerons the deaire. 

Take PhoBbua to yonndrea, ye baakmg barda ! 
laebriate at fidr FortnneHi fonataUi head, 9t 

And reeling throngh tln wilderneaa of joy, 

4 
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IVhere Sense rans savoge, broke frcm Rcason's chaiiii 
And sings fiüse peace, tili smother'd by the pall. 
My fbrtnce is unlike, unlike my song, 
Unlike the Deity my song invokcs. S5 

I to day's soft-eyed sister pay my court 

SEndymion's rival,) and her aid implore, 
7ow first implored in succour to the Muse. 

Thou who didst lately borrow Cynthia*s* iomkf 
And modestly forego thino own : O thoa 30 

Who didst thyself, at midnight hoars, inspire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song ? 
As thou her crescent, she thy character 
Assumes ; still more a goddess by the change. 

Are there demurring wits who dare dispute 35 

This revolution in the world inspired ? 
Te tr»in Pierian ! to the lunar ephere, 
In sUent hour, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal, less her brother's right. 
She with the spheres harmonious nightly leads 40 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless stnin, 
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ear. 
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of Heayen * 
What title or what name endears thee most ? 
Cynthia ! Cyllene ! Phcebe— or dost hear 45 

With higher gust, fair Portland of the skies ? 
Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Circean charm t 
Come, but from heavenly banquets with thee bring 
The soul of song, and whi^r in mine ear 50 

The thefl divine ; or in propitious dr.eams 
(For dreams are thine) tranfuse it through the breast 
Öf thy first votary — but not thy last, 
If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind liiou wilt be, kind on such a theme ; 5& 
A theme so hke thee, a qutte lunar theme. 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul 
* At he Duke of Norfoik's masqaerade. 
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*Twa3 nigrht ; on her fond hopes perpetoal night ; 
A night which Struck a damp, a deadUer damp 60 
Than that which imote me from Philaader'f tonb 2 ■ 
Narcissa foUows ere his tomb is closed. 
Wces Cluster ; rare are solitary woes ; 
They loye a train ; they tread each other's h«el ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and Claims §S 
The griof that started from my lids for him ', 
Seizes the faithless, alienated tear, 
Or shares it ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow he more than causes, he confounds ; 
For human sighs his rival strokes contend, 70 

And make distress distraction. Oh, Philander ! 
What was thy fate ? a double fate to me ! 
Portent and piain ! a menace and a blow ! 
Like the black ravon hovering o*er my peace, 
Not less a bird of omen than of prey. 76 

It calVd Narcissa long before her hour ; 
(t call'd her tender soul by break of bliss, 
From the first blossem, from the buds of joy ; 
Those few our noxious fate unblasted leaves. 
In this inelement clime of human lifo. 80 

Sweet harmonist ! and beautiiul as sweet ! ' 

And young as beautiful ! and sofl as young l 
And gay as soft ! and innocent as gay ! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good l 
For Fortune fond had built her nest on high. 86 

Like blrds quite exquisite of note and plume, 
Transfix'd by Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from l^e summit of the grove she feil, 
And left it unharmonious ! all its charm 
Extinguish'd in the wonders of her song ! 90 

Her song still vibrates in my ravish'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her !) thrilling through my hearU 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this gronp 
Of bnght ideas, flowers of Paradise, 06 

An yet unfi>rfeit ! in one blazo we bind, 
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KbbcIy oid pfcsmt it to the skies,»« aD 

We gatem of Heaveii ! uid Ums 

Aad ik» was mine ; and I 

Gsjr title of the dcc p cj t miaerj! 

Am bodies grow more pooderoaa rohb'd of fife, 

Good lest weifhs Bore m grief tkaa gam*d m jcy. 

Like Uoamn'd treca o^ettnm'd bj Teraal itonB, 

Ijorely m death the beanteona raan hj ; 

AndtfmdeathstinVyrelj, kiTeliertlien; 106 

Fvlorelier! pitj sweDs the tide of kyra. 

And will not the eerere exeme a a^ ? 

Seom the prood man that isaahamedto 

Oor tean indolged indeed deaerre oor 

Te that e*er loat an an^l, pitj me * lli 

SooB aa the Instre hngoish'd in her eye, 
Dawmngr a dimmer day on human aight. 
And on her cheek, the readence of Spring, 
Pafe Omen tat, and acattered fears aronnd 
On an that aaw, (and who woold ceaae to gase US 
That once had aeen ?) with haste, parental haata^ 
I ilew, I snatch*d her from the rigid North, 
Her natire bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 
(As if the San conld envy) che<^*d his beam, IM 
Denisd bis wonted sncconr ; nor with mora 
Regrst beheld her drooping than the beOs 
Oflilies; fiurest lilies, not so fiiir ! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted popnhu» 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial li^ea ! 195 
In mom and erenin^ dew your beauties bathe, 
And driiik the sun, which gires your oheeks to gkyirt 
And oatblnsh (mine ezcepted) every fair ; 
Ton gladlier grew, ambitious of her band, 
Which often cropp*d your odours, incense meot I9i 
To thoaght so pure ! Ye lovely fugitiTes ! 
Coeval race with man ! for man yon smile : 
Why not smile at him too ? Too share, indeed, 
Hii tudden pass ; bat not his constant pain. 
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So maii IS made, nought ministers delij]rhiy 135 

Bat what hls glowing passions can engag« ; 
And glowing passions, bent on aught below, 
Must, 8oon or late, with angoish tum the icale ; 
And anguish afler rapture, how severe ! 
Rapture ? bold man ! who tempts the wrath divine, 140 
By plncking fruit denied to mortal taste, 
While here presuming on the rights of Heaven. 
For transport dost thou call on every hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expense be wise : 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce theo to the heart ; 
A broken reed at best ; but oft a spear : 146. 

On its Sharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope ezpires. 

Turn, hopeless thought ! turn from her^ — ^Thought 
Resenting rallies, and wakes every woe. [i^epell'd 

Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 150 
And when kind Fortune, with thy lover, smiled ! 
And when high-flavour'd thy fresh opening joys ! 
And when blind man pronounced thy bliss complete ! 
And on a Foreign shore, where strangers wept ! 
Strangers to thee, and, more surprising still, . ^ 155 
Strangers to kindness wept. Their eyes let fall 
Inhuman "toars ; stränge tears ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tendemesB that call'd them more severe, 
in spite of Nature's soft persuasion steel'd : 160 

WhUe Nature melted, Superstition raved ; 
That mourn'd the dead, and this denied a grave. 

Their sighs incensed ; sighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tiger sucked, outraged the stoim ; 
For, oh ! the cursed ungodliness of Zeal ! 16S 

While sinful flesh relented, spirit nursed 
In hlind Infallibility's ombrace, 
The sainted spirit petrified the breast . 
Denied the charity of dust to spread 
O'er dust ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 175 

What could I do ? what succour ? whr&iC resourc« ? , 
With pions «uviloge a grave I stole ; 

4» 
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With impioui piety that grave I wrongM ; 

Short in my daty, coword in my griof ! 

More like her murderor thon fHend, I erept 176 

With soft-saspended step, and, muffled deep 

In midnight dorkness, whisper'd my last sigh. 

I whifper*d what should ooho through their realms, 

Nor writ her name, wfaoM tomb should pierce th« ikies. 

Presuroptuous fear ! how durst I dread her fbet, li80 

While Natore's loadest oictatee I obey'd ? 

Pardon necessity, bless'd shade ! of grrief 

And indignation rival barsts I pour'd ; 

Half ezecration mingled with my prayer ; 

Kindled at man, while I bis God adored : 186 

Sore grudged the savage land her sacred dost ; 

Stamp'd the cursed soil ; and with htunanity 

(Denied Narciraa) wish'd them all a grave. 

Glows my reientment mto guilt ? what guih 
Can equal violations of tho dead? 190 

The dead how sacred ! sacred is the dast 
Of this beaven-labour'd form, erect, divine ! 
This heaven-assumed, majestic rohe of earth 
He deignM to wear, who hung the vast expanio 
With azure bright, and clothed the Sun in gold. 19S 
When every passion sleeps that can oiTend ; 
When strikes us every motive that can melt ; 
When man can wreak bis rancour imcontroU^d, 
That strengest curb on insult and ill will ; 
Then ! spieen to dust ? the dust of innocence ? SOO 
An angers dust ! — ^This Lucifer transcends ; 
When he contended for the patriarch^^bones. 
Twas not the strife of malice, but of pride ; 
The strife ofpontifT pride, not pontiffgall. 

Far less than this is shocking in a race 906 

Most wretched, but from streams of mutual love ; 
And uncreated, but ibr love divine ; 
And but fbr love divine this moment lost, 
]^ Fate resorb'd, and sunk in endless lüght. 
Wm hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 910 
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Moithomd! mid «topendoos highly stnnge ! 

Tet oft hii oourtesiet are emoother wrongt ; 

Pride brandiiliM the fiiToun he confon. 

And oontumelknie hie hnmanitj : 

What then hie Tengeanoe ? Heer it not, ye Stare ! 914 

And thon, pale Moon ! tum paler at the eoiindi 

Man ie to man the forest, eureet ill. 

A preTUNU blast foretels the rising storm ; 

0*erwhelming turrets threaten, ere they fall ; 

Volcanoe belkw, ere they diaembogue ; 290 

£arth tremUeSi ere her yawning jaws devonr ; 

And smoke betrays the wide consoming üre : 

Ruin from man is most conceal'd ^en near, 

And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is thls the flight of Fancy ? would it were ! 2d5 

Heaven's Sovereign saves all beings, but himself, 

That hideous sight, a naked human heart. 

Fired is the Muse ? and let the Muse be fired: 
Who not inflamed, when what he speaks he feels, 
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends ; fßO 
Shame to mankind ! Phiiander had his foes ; 
He feit the tiuths X sing, aad I in him ; 
But he nor I feel more. Past ills, Naroissa ! 
Are sunk in thee, thou reeent wo^^nd of heart, 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs, 23& 
Pange numerons as the numerous ills that swarm'd 
0*er thy distinguish'd fate, and, clustering there, 
Thiok as the locust on the land of Nile, 
Made death more dead]y, and more dark the gprave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 94ii 

How was each circumstance with aspics arm*d ! 
An Bspic each, and all an hydra woe. j 
"Wliat streng Herculean virtue could suffice ?— > 
Or is it yirtue to be oonquer'd here ? 
This hoary eheek a train of tears bedews^ M& 

And each tear moums its own distinct diatresa, 
And eaeh distress, distinctly mourn'd, demands 
Of grief stiU misre as heighten'd by the whdtt. ^ 
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A grief like thi« proprietors ezcludes < 
Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 
Thej moke mankind the moumer ; carry ngh« 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her waj, 
And tum the gayest thought of gayest i^ 
Down their right Channel, through the yale of de 

The vale of death ! that hush'd Cimmerian vali 
Where Darkness, broodmg o'er unfinish'd fate«, 
VVith raven wing inoumbent, waits the day 
(Orend day !) that interdicts all future change; 
That subterranean world, that land of min ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo ! for proud human thought ! 
There let my thoughts expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths and healing sentiments, 
Of all most wanted, and most welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo*B sake, and £ot thy own, 
My soul ! ' The fruitB of dying friends suryey ; 
Expose the yain of life ; weigh life and death : 
Give Death his enlogy ; thy fear subdued ^ 
And labour that first palm of noble minds, 
A manly scom of terror from the tomb.' 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 
As poets foign'd from Ajax' Streaming blood 
Arose, with grief inscribed, a mournful flower, 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
And first, of dying friends ; what fruit from these 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 
To chase our thoughtlessnpss, fear, pride, and gui 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our blrainless ardours, and abate 
That glare of life which oflen blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bara 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 
Gross our obstracted way, and thus to make 
Welcome, as i^afe, our poit from every storm. 
Each friend by Fate snatch'd from us is a plumOi 
PliKk'd from Um wing of human vanity. 
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yfkteh mikef tu itoop from onr aeri&l heighUi 
And damp*d with omen of oar own deeease, 
Ob drooping pinions of ambition lower'd^ 
Jofft akim eaith^t turfaee ere we break it up, 900 

0*er putrid Murth to Scratch a little dust. 
And laTe the World a nuitance. Smitten friendi 
Are angels aent on errande fall of love ; 
For xm thej langnish, and for vm they die : 
And shall they langoiBh, sholl they die, in vain ? 235 
Ungrateful, thall we grieve their hovering shades, 
Which wait the revolution in onr hearts ? 
Shall we diedain their tilent, loft, addreWi 
Their poethnmous advice, and piooi prayor ? 
Senselese as herds that ^aze their hallow*d gprayes, 
Tread under foot their agonies and groans, 901 

Frustrate their anguish, and destroy their deathi ? 

Lorenzo ! no ; the thought of death indnlge; 
Give it its wholesome empire ! let it reign, 
That kind chastiser of thy sonl, in joy ! 305 

Its reign will spread thy glorious conquests far, 
And stin the tumUlts of thy ruffled breast. 
Auspidous era ! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death shall, Uke a god, insjure. ^ 

And why not think on death ? Is lifo the theme 310 
Of erery thought ? and wish of every hour ? 
And song of erery joy ? surprising truth ! 
The beaten Spaniers fondness not so stränge. 
To waTe the nuraerous ills ^hat setze on lue 
As their own property, their lawful prey ; 315 

Ere man has measured half bis weary stag^i 
His luxuriös have left him no reserre, 
No maiden relishes, unbroach'd delights : 
On coldHwnred repetitions he subsists, 
And in the tasteless present chews the past ; 3M> 

Disg^usted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 
Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
Ilave disinherited his luture hours, 
Whioh starre on orts, and glean their former field» 
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Live ever hexe, Lorenzo ! — shocking thought ! 
So shocking l they who wish, disown it too ; 
Disown from shome, what they from folly craye. 
Livo ever in the womb, nor see the light ? 
For what, live ever here ? — with labouring ttep 
To tread our former footsteps ? pace the roimd 
Eternal ? to climb life's worn heavy wheel, 
Whlch draws up nothing new ? to bcat, and bemt 
The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
The former mock •* to surfeit on the samei 
And yawn our jo^s ? or thank a misory S85 

For change though Bad ! to Bee what we have nen ( 
Hear, tili unhoard, the same old shtbber'd tale ? 
To taste the tasted, and at each retum 
Less tasteful ? o'er our palates to descant 
Another vintage ? strain a flatter year 340 

Through loaded vessels, and a laxer tone ? 
Crazy machines tc grind £arth*s wasted fruits ! 
ni ground, and worsc concocted ! load, not life ! 
The rational foul kenneis of ezcess ! 
Still-streaming thoroughfares of duU debaach ! 345 
Trembling each gulp, lest Death should snatch the hamL 

Such of our fine onas is the wish refuied ! 
So would they have it : elegant desire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing Stalls and wilds ? 
But such ezamples might their riot awe. 350 

Through want of virtue, that is, want of thdüghty 
(Though on bright Thought they fiithet all their flightf) 
To what are they reduced ? to love and hate 
The same vain world ; to censure and espouse 
This paintcd shrew of life, who calls them fi>ol 356 
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad, 
Through dread of worse ; to cling to this rode rock| 
Barren to them of good, and sharp with ills, 
And hourly blacken'd with impending storms. 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope — 300 

Scared at the gloomy gulf that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! suoh their pangs of joy ! 
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Tis time, high üme, to thift this dismal icene. 
This hugg'df this hideous State, what ort can eure ? 
One only, bat that one what all may xeach : 365 

Virtue — she, wonder-working goddess ! charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted shrew ; 
And what will more surprise, Lorenzo ! gives 
To life*s sick) nauseous Iteration, change ; 
And straightens Natare's circle to a line. 370 

Believest thon this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 
A patient ear ', thou'lt blnsh to disbelieve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever must, o'er those whose joys are joyi 
Of sight, smell, taste. The cuckoo-seasons sing 375 
The same doli note to such as nothing prize 
But what thoae seasons, from tho teeming earth, 
To doting sense indnlge : but nobler minds, 
Which relish fruits unripen'd by the Sun, 
Make their days various ; various as the dyes 380 
On the dove's neck, which wauton in hb rays. 
On minds of doveliko innocence possesa'd, 
On Iighten.'d minds that bask in Virtue 's beams,. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that for which they long, for which they live. 385 
^'^^Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenlj hope, 
Each rising moming sees still higher rise ; 
ISach bounteous dawn its novelty presents 
To-worth maturing, new strength, lustre, fame ; 
While Nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 390 

RoUing beneath their elevated aims, 
Makes their fair prospect fairer every hour,< 
Advancing virtue iAi line to bllss; 
Vidpe, which Christian motives best inspire ; 394 
And bliss, which Christian scbemes alone ensure 

And shall we then, for Virtue 's sake, commence 
Apostate, and tum infidels for joy ? 
A tmih it is few doubt, but fower trust, 
* He auf against thia lifo, who alighta the nezt.' 
^bat ia thii lifo ? bow few their favourit« know ! 400 
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Fond in the dark, and blind in <mr embrace, 

By purionatcly loring Life, we nuüke 

Lored Life müoyely, hoggin^ her to death. 

We give to time ctemity'a retard, 

And dreaming, take oor pat«age for oor port. 40S 

Life has no -nlue as an end, but meani ', 

An end deplorable ! a means dirine ! 

When tia cur all, *üb nothing : wone tiwn nooglift ; 

A nest of pain«: when held as nothing, mneh. 

Like 8ome £sur homorists, lifo is moet enjoy'd 41§ 

Whpn courted leaat > most worth when disBflteem'd ; 

Then *tis the aeat of comfort rieh in peaee>; 

In proepect richer fiur ; important ! awful ! 

Not to be mentioned bot with riionts of praiae ! 

Not to be thonght on but with tidet of joy ! 416 

The mighty bade of etemal bliw ! , 

Where now the harren rock ? the painted ahrew ? 
Where now, Lorenzo, life*B etemal round ? 
Have I not made my triple promiae good ? 
Vain is the world, but only to the vain. 499 

To what compare we then thia Tarying aoen^, 
Whoae worth, ambiguous, riaea and declinea, 
Waxea and wanes ? (in all propitioua Night 
Aaaiata me here) compare it to the moon ; 
Park in hereelf, and indigent, but rieh 4M 

In borrow'd luatre from a higher aphere. 
When groaa guilt interpoaea, labouring Earth, 
O'erahadow'd, mourns a deep eclipse of joy ; 
Äer joya at brighteat, pallid to that fönt 
Of füll effulgent glory whence thev flow. 430 

Nor is that glory distant. Oh, lorenzo! 
A good man and an angel ! these between 
How thin the barrier ! what divides their faia ? 
Perhapa a mcment, or perhapa a year ; 
Or if an age, it is a moment still ; 49 

A moment, or Etemity's forgot. 
Then be what onee they were who now an godf y ■ 
0» what Fhilander was, and claim the ikiea. 
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Starts timid Natare at fhe gloomy poss ? 

*rhe soft transition eall it, and be cheer'd * 440 

Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 

To hope the best is pious, brave, and wise, 

And may itself procura what it presumes. 

Liife is mach flatternd, Death is rauch traduced ;' 

Compare the riyals tnd the kinder crown. 445 

* Strange competition !'— True, Lorenzo l stränge ! 

So Kttle life can cast into the scale. 

Lifo makes the soul dopendent on the dust, 
Death gives her wings to mount above the spheres. 
ThroQgh chinks, styled organs, dim life, peeps at ligbt ; 
Death bnrsts the inyoiviug cloud, and all is day 451 
All eye, all «ar, the disombodied power. 
Death has feign'd evils Nftture shall not feel ; 
Life, ills substantial wisdom caiinot shun. 
is not the mighty mind, that sun of Heaven ! 455 
By tyrant Life detbroned, imprison'd, pain'd ? 
By Death enlarged, ennoblcd, deificd ? 
Death bat entombs the body, Life the soul. 

* Is Death then guiltless f How he marks his way 
With dreadfal waste of what deserves to sbine ! 460 
Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated power ! 
With various lustres these light up the world, 
Whioh Death puls out, and darkens human race.' 
X grant, Lorenzo ! this indictment just : 
^. ThA 9äg9y peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 466 

Death humbles these ; more barbarous Life, the man. 
. Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay ; 
Death of the spirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no dread but what frail Life imparts, 
Nor Life true joy but what kind Death improves. 470 
Nb bliss has Life to boast, tili Death can give 
Far greater. Life's a debtor to the grave ; 
Dark latUee ! letting in etemal day. 

Lorenzo ! blush at fondness for a life 

Which send« eriestial souls on errands vile, 475 

To cster for th« leiise, and serve at boards 

5 

> 
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"Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 

Each reptile, jostly claims our Upper hand. 

Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortaly 

In all the dainties ofa brüte bemired I 480 

Lorenzo . blush at terror for a death 

Which giTOS theo to repose in festive bowen 

Wh?re nectars sparkle, angels minister, 

And more tlian angels share, and raise, and crown^ 

And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bllM. 485 

What need I more ? — O Death ! the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, Death ! thj dreaded harbingen, 
Age and disease } Disease, though long my guest, 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of li^»: 
Which pluck'd a Uttlo more, will toll the bell 490 

That calls my few friends to my funeral ', 
Where feeblc nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While Reason and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wrcath triumphant. Death is yictory ! 496 

It binds in chains the raging ills of life : 
Lust and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 
Dragg'd at his chariot-whoel, applaud his power. 
That ills corrosive, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O Death ! is thine. 600 

Our day of dissciution ? — name it right, 
'Tis our great pay-day j *tis our harrest rieh 
And ripe. What though the sickle, sometimee keeiii 
iost scars us as we reap the golden grain ? 
More than thy balm, O Gilead ! heals the wound. 606 
Birth*8 feeble cry, and Death's deep dismal groan, 
Are slender tnbutes 2ow-taz'd Nature pays 
For roighty gain : the galn of each a life ! 
£ut, O ! the last the former so transcends, 609 

Life dies, compared , Life lives beyond the grare. 

And feel I, Death ! no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death ! the great counsellor, who man inspires 
With every nobler thought and fairer deed l 
Death ! Jie deliverer, who rescues man ! 
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Oeath * th« rewarder, who the rescued crownf . 515 
Death l that absolyes my birth, a curse without it ! 
Rieh Death ! that realizes all my cares, 
Toilsy virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ; 
Death ! of all pain the period^ not of joy ; 
Joy*8 Boarce and subject still subsist unhurt ; 520 

One in my soul, and one in her great sire, 
Though the four winds wero warring for my dust. 
Yes, and from wind« and r,aves^ and central night, 
Though prison'd there, my dost, too, I reclaim, 
(To dnst when drop proud Natore's prouJest spheres) 
And fire entire. Death ig the crown of lue ! 5Si9 

Were death denied, poor man would live in vain : 
Were death denied, to live would not be life : 
Were death denied, e'en fools would wish to die. 
Death wounda to eure ; we fall, we rise, we reign ! 530 
■ Spring from our fetters, fasten in the skies, 
Where blooming Eden withers in our sight. 
Death gives us more than was in Eden lost : 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When shall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 535 

When shall I die ? — ^when diall I live for evar * 
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•UE OKLT CURE rOR THE FEAR OF BBATH, ÄND PJWPIB 
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BLESSINO. 



TO THE HON. MR. YORKE. 

A HüCH indebted Muse, O Torko ! intrudet. 
Amid th3 smiles of fortune and of youth, 
Thino ear is patient of a Borious song. 

How deop implanted in the breast of man 
The dread of death ! I sing its sovereign eure. ß 

Why Start at Death ? where is he "* Death arrived, 
Is past ; not come, or gone ; he's never here. 
Ere hope, Sensation fails. Black-boding man, 
Receives, not suffers, Death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave ; 10 
The deep damp vault, the darkness, and the worm ; 
These aro^the bugbears of a winter's eve, 
The tQirors^the living, not the dead. 
ImagSnation's fool, and Error 's wretch, 
Man roakes a death whieh Nature never made : 15 
Then on the point of bis o\vn fancy falls, 
And fcels a tkousand deaths in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful, what has age to fear ? 
If prudent, age should meet tho friendly foe, 
And shelter in nis hospilable gloom. ^ 

I scarce can meet a monument, but holds 
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ounger ; every date cries — * Come away.' 
rrhsii recals me ? look the world around, 
;ell me what : the wisest cannot teil. 
Id any born of woman give his thought 25 

ränge, on just Dislike^ linboundcd ficld ; 
ings the vanity, of men the fläws : 
i in the best ; the many, flaw all o'or ; 
jpards spottdd, or as Ethiops dark ; 
ious ill ; good dying immatnre ; 30 

immature, Narcissa's marble teils !) 
it his death bequeathing endless pain ; 
eart, though bold, would sicken at the sight, 
ipend itself in sighs for future scenes. 
; grant to life (and just it is to grant 35 

cky life) some perquisitos of joy ; 
e there is when, like a thrice-told tale, 
•rifled lifo of sweet can yield no more, 
irom our comment on the comedy, 
ng reflections on parts well sustain'd 40 

jpqsed emondations where we fail'd, 
pes of plaqdits from our candid Judge, 
i, on their ezit, soals are bid unrobe, 
Portune back her tinsel and her plume, 
Irop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 45 

.h me that time is come ; my world is dead ; 
7 World rises, and new manners reign : 
rji comedians, a spruce band ! arrive, 
aa me from the scene, or hiss m« thetre. 
a pert race starts up ! the Btnuig6ni'g|R2a|'j| 50 
at them ', my neighbour is unknown }, 
lat the worst. Ah me ! the dire eftett 
tering here, of death defrauded long, 
l so gracious (and let that suffice) 

jry master knows me not.-r 55 

11 1 daro say peculiar is my fate ? 
een so long reraember'd I'm forgot. 
ject evßr pressing dims the sight, 
lides behind it^ ardour to bc seen. 
5» 
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When in his coortiers* ears I pour my plainti 00 

They drink it as tbe nectar of the grreat, 

And squeeze my band, and beg me come to-morrow. 

Refusid ! canst thou wear a smoother form ? 
Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my tbeme. 

Wbo cbeapens life abates tbe fear of deatb. 65 

Twice told tbe period spent on stubbom Troy, 

Court-favour, yet untaken, I besiege ; 

Ambition*8 ill jndged efibrt to be rieb. 

Alas ! ambition makes my little less, 

Imbittering tbe possess'd. Wby wish for more ? 70 

Wisbing of all employments is tbe worrt ; 

Pbilosopby's reverse, and bealtb's decay ! 

Were I as plump as stfil'd Tbeology, 
Wisbing would waste me to tbis sbade again. 

"Were I as wealtby as a South Sea dream, 71^ 

Wisbing is an expedient to be poor. 

Wisbing, tbat constant bectic of a fool| 

Caugbt at a court, purged off by purer air 

And simpler diet, gifls ofrural life-! 

Bles8*d be tbat band divine, wbicb gently laid 80 
My heart at rest, beneatb tbis bumble sbed. 
The world's a stately bark, on dangerous seas 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here on a single plank, tbrown safe asbore, 
I hear tbe tumult of tbe distant tbrong, 65 

As tbat of seas remote, or dying storms ! 
And meditate on scenes more silent still ; 
Pursue my theme, and figbt tbe fear of deatb. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing firom bis but, 
ToucbiBg bis reed, or leaning on bis stafi^ 90 

Eager Ambition's fiery cbase I see ; 
I see the circling hunt of noisy men 
Burst law^s enclosure, leap tbe mounds of right; 
Pursuing and pursued, each otber's prey ; 
As wolves for rapine, as tbe fox for wiles, 95 

Till Deatb, tbat mighty bunter, earths them all. 
Why all tbis teil for triumphs of an bour ? 
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IVhat ihough we wade in wealth, or soar in fanie ? 

ICarth*s highest. Station onds in, ^ Here he lies ;' 

And ' dust to dust' concludes her noblest song. 100 

If Ulis song lives, posterity shall know 

One, thoagh in Britain bom, with cdurtiers bred, 

Who thought e'en gold might come a day töo hite ; 

Nor on his subtle deathbed plann'd his schemo 

For futare vacancies in church or state, 105 

8ome avocation deeming It — to die : 

Unbit by rage canine of dying rieh, 

Guilt's blander ! and the loudest laugh of Hell. 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourselves . 
Foor human ruins tottering o*er the grave ! 110 

Shall we, shaU aged men, like aged trees, 
8trike de()per their vile root, and closer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched soil? 
Shaü our pale wither'd hands be still stretched out, 
Treii^ing, at once, with eagerness and aga ? 116 

With avariee and convulsions, grasping hard ? 
Orasping at air ! fbr what has earth beside ? 
Man wants but little, nor that little long : 
How soon must he resigu his very dust, 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an honr ! 120 

T«ars unexperienced rush on numerous ills : 
And soon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of Hfe, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look, 
And miss such numbers, numbers too, of>such 135 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And stricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life's subtle game, I scarce believe i^ 
I stUl survive. And am I fond of liie, 
Who scarce can think it possiblo I live ? 130 

Alive by miracle ! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead 1 if I am still alive, 
Who long havo buried what gives life to live, 
FirmnesB of nerve, and energy of thought. 
iiife'8 lee is not more shallow than imp\xt« ' \2& 
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And vapid : Sense and Reäson show the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dust. 

O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's inimortal, immaterial Sun ! 
Whose all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 140 

From. darkness, teeming darknessi where I lay 
The worm*a inferior ; and, in rank, beneath 
The dust I tread on ; high to b6ar my brow, 
To drink the spirit of the golden dav, 
And triumph in existence ; and couldst know 145 

No motive but my bliss ; and hast ordain'd 
A rise in blessing ! with the patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown ; 
/ trust in thee, and know in whom I trust : 
Or life or death is equal ; neither weighs ; ISO 

All weight in this — O let me live to Theo ! 

Though Nature's terrors thus may be reprcIteM, 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant't ipMur. 
And whence all human guilt ? — From death foigot. 
Ah me ! too long I set at nought the swarm 155 

Of friendly wamings which around mo flew, 
And smiled unsmitten. Small my cause to smile ! 
Death*s admonitions, like shafls upward shot, 
More dreadful by dclay ; the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound : 160 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings ; 
Who can appease its anguish ? How it bums ! 
What band the barb'd, envenom'd thought can draw ? 
What healing band can pour the balm of peace, 
And tum my sight undaunted on the tomb ? 166 

With joy, — ^with grief, that healing hand I soe ; 
Ah ! too conspicuous ! it is fixed on high. 
On high ? — ^what means my frenzy ? I blaspheme : 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 
The skies it form'd, and now it bleeds for me— 170 
But bleeds the balm I want — ^yet still it bleeds ; 
Praw the dire steel— ah, no ! the dreadful blessiD^ 
What heart or can snslain, or dares forego ? 
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I haogt all human hope ; that nail Bappwti 
hlling universe : that gone, we drop ; 175 
ir reeeires lu, and the dismal wish 

Ion had been smother'd in her birth— 
less hia curtain, and his bed the dort, 
i Stars and sun are dust beneath his throne ; 
laven itself can such indulgence dwell ? 180 

at a g];oan wajl there ! a groan not his : 
ized our dread^ right, the load snstain'di 
leaved the mountain Srom a guilty World. 
Qsand worlds, so bought, were bought too detr ; 
tions new in angels' bosoms rise, 186 

nd their seng, and make a pause in bliss. 
[>r their songto reach my Icfly theme ! 
e me, Night 1 with all thy tunefiil spheres : 

I I with Seraphs share seraphic themes, ;^ 
how to men tho dignity of man ; 190 

'. blaspheme my subject with my song. 
Pagan pages glow celestial flame, 
/hristian languish ? Oa our hearts, not heads, 
ihe foul infamy. My heart ! a«/ake : 
can awake thee, unawaked bv this, 195 

nded Dcity on human weal ?' 
he great truth3 which burst the tenfold night 
lothen error with a golden flood 
Hess day . To feel is to be fired ; 
> believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 200 

lu most indulgent, most tremendous Power ! 
lore tremendous for thy wonderous love ! 
irms with awe more awful thy commands, 
)ul transgre^sion dips in sevenfold guilt ; 
>ur hearts tremble at thy love immense 1 203 
e immense, inviolably just ! 
rather than thy justice should be strain'd, 
stain the CroSs ; and, work of wonders far 
reatest, that thy dearest far might bleed. 
1 thought ! shall I dare speak it or repress? 210 
i man more execrate or boast the guilt 
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Which roQsed such vengeance ? which soch lofB in* 

flamed ? 
O'er gmli (how mountamoua !) with oatitreteh'd Wim 
Stern Justice and soft-smiling Loye embiacei 
Supporting in fiill majesty thy throne, SÜft 

When seem*d its majesty to need support ; 
Or that, or man, inevitably lost : 
What but the fathomless of thonght diTin* 
Could labour such ezpodient from despair, 
And lescue both ? Both rescue ! both exalt ! 
O how are both exalted by the deed ! 
The wondrous deed ! or shali I call it mor« ? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itself ! 
A mystery no less to gods than men ! 

Not thus our infidels the' Etemal drav, 
A God all o'er consummste, absolute, 
FuU orb'd, in his whole round of rays completa : 
They set at odds Heaven's jarring attributea. 
And with one ezcellence another wound ; 
Maim H^aven's perfection, break its equal beuni, S90 
Bid morcy triumph over-^God himself, 
Undeified by their opprobrious praise : 
A God all mercj is a God unjust. 

Te brainless wits ! ye baptized infidels ! 
Te worse for monding ! wash'd to fouler stains ! 235 
The ransom was paid down ; the fund of HeayeiBy 
Heaven*s inexhausiible, exhausted fund, 
Amazing and amazed, pour'd forth the prico, 
All price beyond : though curious to compute, 
Archangels faU'd to cast the mighty sum : MO 

Its value vast, ungrasp'd by minds create, 
For ever hides and glows in the Supreme. 

And was the ranaom paid ? it was ; and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more r) for you ! 
The Sun beheld it. — No, the shucking scene 945 

Drove back bis chariot : midnight veiFd bis face ; 
Not such as this, not such as Nature makes ; 
A midnight Nature shudder'd to behold ; 
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A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 
OppoBing spheres) from her Creatur's frown ! 250 
Sun ! didst thou fly thy Maker's pain ? or Start 
At that enormotfi load of human gullt 
Wbich bow*d his blessed head, o'erwhelm*d hls crosS| 
Made groan the centre, burst earth^s marble womb 
Whh pangs, Strange pangs ! delivor'd of her dead ? 255 
Hell howl'd ; and Heaven that hour let fall a tear : 
Heaven wept, that men might smile ! Heaven bled. 
that man 

Might never die ! 

AnJ is devotion virtue ? 'tis compeird. 
What heart of stone but glows at thoughts like these ? 
Such contemplations mount us, and should mount 261 
The mind still higher, nor ever glance on man 
Unraptured, uninflamed. — ^Where roU'd my thoughti 
To rest firora wonders ? other wonders rise, 
And strike whero'er they roll : my soul is caught : 265 
Heaven's soyereign blessing8,clusteringfrom the cross, 
Rush on her, in a throng, and close her round, 
The prisoner o^ amaze ! — In his bless'd lifo 
I see the path, and in his death the price, 
And in his great ascent the proof supreme, 270 

Of immortality. — ^And did ho riso ? — 
Hear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead ! 
He rose ! he rose 1 he burst the bars of Dcath. 
Lift np your heads, ye everlasting Gates ! 
Anil give the King.of glory to comc in. 275 

Who is the King of glory ? he who lefl 
His throne of glory for the pang of death. 
Lift up your hcads, ye everlasting Gate? ' 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is tho King of glory ? he who slew 280 

The ravenous foe that gorged all h«man raoe ! 
The King of glory He, whose glory hll'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man, - 
And with divine complacency beheld 
Powers most iHumincd; wilder'd in the them«. 9S& 
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The theme, the joy, how thcn shall man floftam ? 
Oh| the burst gates ! cnish'd sting ! demolish'd thraotf 
Last gasp of vanquish'd Death ! Shout, earth and heatiOf 
This 8um of good to man ! whose nature thba 
Took wing, and mounted with him fromthetomb. 900 
TheOi then I rose ; then first Hamamty 
Trimnphant pass'd the crystal ports of light, 
(Stupendous guest !) and seized eternal youth, 
Seized in our name. E'er since 'tis blasphemoos 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 295 

Was then transferr'd to death ; and Heayen*8 doratioi: 
Unalienably seal'd to this frail frame, 
This child of dust. — Man, all immortal ! hiul ; 
Hall, Heaven ! All lavish of stränge gifU to man ! 
Thine all the glory, man's the boundless blisa ! 30(^ 

Where am I rapp'd by this triumphant theme, 
On Christian joy's exolting wing, above 
The' Acnian mount ! — Alas ) small caaso fbr joy ! 
What, if to pain immortal ? if eztent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 30S 

Where, then, my boast of inmiortality ? 
I boast it still, though cover'd o'er with gnilt ; 
For goilt, not innocence, his lifo he potir'd ; 
*Tifl gailt alone can jastify his death ; 
Nor that, unless his death can jastify 310 

Relenting guilt in Heaven's indulgont sigfat 
If, sick of foUy , I relent ; he writes 
My name in Heaven with that inverted spear 
(A spear deep dipped in blood) which pierced hia aidtty 
And open'd thcre a fönt for all mankind, 315 

Who strive, who combat crimes, to drink and live : 
This, only this, subdues the fear of death ! 

And what is this ? — Survoy the wondrons enrey 
And at each step let higher wonder rise 1 
' Pardon for infinite o^fence ! and pardon 
ThrougH means that speak its value infinite ! 
A pardon bought with blood ! with blood dirine ! 
With blood divine of him I made mj foe ; 
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ad to proToke ! thoni^h wooed, and awed ; 
., and ehasÜBed ; a flagrant rebel atUl ! 
1 midft the thunders of his throne ! 
ilone ! a robel univene ! 
Msies up in arms ! not one ezempt ! 
' the fottleflt of the foul he diee, 
>y*d for the redeem'd from doepeet gvatt ! 330 
iir race were held of highest rank ; 
odhead dearer, as more kind toman !' 
td, eyery heart ; aad> eveiy hceom, boni ! 
; a acale of miracles is here ! 
»et round high planted on the äkies, 335 

ering eummit lost beyond the thought 
i or angal ! O that I could climb 
mderfol ascent, with equal praise ! 
flow fbr ever, (if astonishment 
ve thee leave) my praise ! for ever flow ; 340 
irdent, cordial, constant, to high Jleaven 
agrant than Arabia sacrificed, 
her spicy mountains in a flame. 
»ar, so due to Heaven, shaU Praise deseend 
ür soft plume (from plausive angels' wing 345 
ack*d tjy man) to tickle mortal esrs, 
.ring in the pockets of the great ? 
B the perquisite of every paw, 
i black as hell, that grapples well for goki ? 
of gold ! thou meanest of amours ! 350 

«ise her odoors waste on virtuos dead, 
I the base, perfume the stench of goilti 
rty bread by washing Ethiops fair, 
ng iSth, or sinking it from sight ; 
nger in scenes where iracant poete, 355 

>bets yet untonanted, ezpect 
itore Ornaments ? From cooifs and thrisnei 
apostate Praise ! thoa vagabond ! 
tNitittite ! to thy first love fetnm, 
t, thy greatoBt, once onrival'd theme. 360 
I flow redimdant, like Meander flow, 
C 
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Back to the foant&in, io thKt pixent Fowtr . 
Who gires the tongue to ■ound, the thou^^ to am 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to meiii 
Thonghtleas beneath whoee dreBiäiil eye they baW| 
In mutual awe profound, of day to clay, 
Of guilt to guilt, and tum their backi on thee» 
Grtat Sire ! whom thrones celestial ceaseleea aiiig ] 
To prostrate angels an amazmg ecene ! 
O the presumption of man's awe £br man !•*- ; 

Man*fl Author ! £nd ! Restorer ! Law ! and Jodg* 
Thine all l Day thine, and thine thb gloom of Nig] 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds. 
What night eternal, bat a frown from thee ? 
What Heaven's meridian glory, but thy smile ? I 
And flhaU not praise be thine , not human praiae, 
While Heaven's high host on hallelujahs live ? 

O may I breathe no longer than I breathe 
My soul in praise to Hirn who gave my soul ; 
And all her infinite of prospect fair, t 

Cut through the shades of hell, great Love ! by the 
Oh moet adorable ! most unadored ! 
Where shall that praise begin, which ne'er shouU C9 
Where*er I tum, what daim on all applaute ! 
How is Night's sable mantle labour'd o'er, ] 

How richly wrought with attributef divine ! 
What wisdom shines ; what love ! This midnight poa 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Built with diyine ambition ! nought to thee ; 
For others this profusion. Thou apart, l 

Above ! beyond ! Oh! teil me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou f Shall I dive into the deep 2 
Call to the Sun ? or ask the roaring winds 
F(Mr their Creator ! shall I question loud 
The thunder, if in that the* Almighty dwells ? | 
Or holds He furious storms in stnuten'd reins, 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wbeel his rapid car ? 

What mean these questions ? — ^Trembling 1 ntm 
My prostrate soul adores the prosent.Ood ! 



■ • ■ 
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Prabe Y a dMy>l Deitj ? He funes 400 

My Toice (if titned ;) Um nerve that writes i^italnf : 
WrappM in his boing I resound his pndse : 
Bat thongh past all diffused, witbout a shore 
His eseence, local is his throne (as meet) 
To gather the dispersed (as Standards call • 405 
The listed fVom afor ;) to fix a point, 
A central point, coUective of his sons ; 
Since finite every nature but his own. 

The nameless He, whow nod is Natore's birth. 
And Nature's shield the shadow of his band ; 410 

Her dissolution his snspended smile ! 
The great First-Last ! pavilion'd high he sits 
In darkness, from excessive splendour bom, 
By gods nnseen, onless through lustre lost. 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 415 

A> that to central horrors : he locks down 
On all that soars, and Spans immensity. 

Thoogh night ünnumberM worlds nnfolds to vidw, 
-Boundless Creation^ what art thou ? a beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majesty. 420 

And shall an atom of this atom world 
Matter, in dust and sin, the theme of Heaven ? 
Down to the centre sbould I send my thought, 
Through beds of glittering ore and glowing gern« ; 
Their beggar'd blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 425 
Gt>e8 out in darkness : if, on towering wing, 
I send it through the boundless yault of stars ! 
The Stars, though rieh, what dross their gold to thee, 
Great ! good \ wise ! wonderfUl ! eternal King ! 
ff to those conscious stars thy throne around, 490 
Praise ever pouridg, and imbibing bliss. 
And aak their strain : they want it, more they want . 
Poor their abimdance, humble their subUmOi 
Langnid their energy, their ardour cold ; 
Indebted still, their highest rapture bums, 435 

Short of its mark, defectire though dirine ! 

Still more-«ihis theme is man's, and man*8 alone , 
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Their vast appointments reach it not ; they im 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high. 
And downward look for Heaven's superior pnÜM ! 440 
Firrtborn of Ether ! high in fielda of Light ! 
View man, to aee the glory of your 6od ! 
Could angels envy, they had envied here : 
And aome did envy ; and the rest, though godiy 
Yet still gods unredeem'd (there triumphi man^ 446 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skiea,) 
They less woold fecl, though raore adom my iheiiM« 
They sung Creation (for in that they shared ;} 
How rose in mclody that child of love ! 
Creation's great superior, man ! is thine ; 460 

Thine is Redemptiou ! they just gave the key ; 
'Tis thine to raise and etemize tlie song, 
Though human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Raise man o'cr man, and kindle seraphs here ? 
Rcdoroption ! 'twas Creation more sublime ; 456 

Redemption ! 'twas the labour of the skies ; 
Far more than labour — it was death in Heaven ! 
A truth so Strange, 'twere hold to think it trae, 
If not far bolder still to disbelieve. 460 

Here pause and ponder. Was there death in HeaTHB? 
AVhat then on earth ' on earth, which Struck the Uow f 
Who Struck it ? Who — O how is man enlarged, 
Seen through this medium ! How the pigmy towm ! 
How counterpoised his.origin from dust ! 
How counterpoised, to dust his sad retum ! 466 

How Yoided his vast distance from the skies ! 
How noar he presscs on the seraph's wing ! 
Which is the Seraph ? which the bom of clay ? 
How this domonstrates, through the thickost cloud 
Of guilt and clay Condensed, the Son of Heaveu ' 470 
The double Son : the made, and the remade ! 
And shall Heaven's double property be lost '*- 
Man*8 double madness only can destroy. 
To man the bleeding Gross has promised all ; 
The bloeding Gross has sworn eternal grace. 476 
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yfho gaye hii lifo, what grace sball He deny ? 

ye ! who from this rock of ages leap 
Apostates, plnnging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial joy, what consolation ftreng, » 
Whateyer winds arise, or biUows roll, 480 
Onr interest in the Master of tlie itorm ! 

Gling there, and in wreck'd Nature's ruins smile ; 
While yile apoetates tremble in a calm. 

Bfan ! know thytelf : all wisdom centres thero 
To Bone man leeniB ignoble, bat to man. 486 

Angela that grandenr, men o'erlook, admire : 
How long thall human natura be their book, 
Degenerate mortal \ and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim Reason theds ahows wondera there ; 
y9hat high Contents ! illustrious faoulties ! 490 

But the grand comment, which displaya at fhll 
Our human height, scarce seyer'd firom diyine, 
By Heayen composed, was publish'd on the Croü. 

Who koks on that, and sees not« in himself 
Ao awful stranger, a terrestrial god ? 496 

A gloriouf partner with the Deity 
kl Ihat high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a Ged bleeds, iia bleeds not for a worm. 

1 gai«, and, as I gaze, my mounting soul 

Catches stränge fire, Etemity ! at thee, 600 

And drops the vorld— K>r, raüier , more enjoys» 

How dianged the face of Nature ! how improyed ! 

What seem'd a chaos, riiines a glorious world ; 

Or what a world, an Eden ; heighten'd all * 

It is another scene ! another seif! 606 

And still another, as time rolls along, 

And that a seif ftr more illustrioas still. 

Beyond long ages, yet roU'd up in shadM 

Unpierced by hold Conjectore's keenest ray, 

Viniat oyolutionsof surprising Fate! 6t0 

How Natura opens, and receiyes my soul. 

In ^oondless walks of raptured thonght ! where goda 

Eaeonnter and embrace me * What new buüi 



«6 THE COMPLAINT. ■. if 

Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the gaii) 

Where what now charms, perhaps, whate*er exUrti 

Old Time and fair Creation, are CoTgoL (36 

!■ ÜÜB extravagant ? of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be just : 
Conception uncon&ied wants wings to reach him ; 
Beyond its reach the Godhead only more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
Tho World of rationals : one fpirit poar*d 
From spirits' awfal Fountain ; pour'd Himwlf 
Through all their soub, bat not in eqaal ■treaiiiy 
Profuse, or frugal) of the' inspiring God^ 
As his wise plan demanded ; and when pais'd 
Their yarious trials, in their various tpheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Resorbs them all into Himsolf again, 
His throne their ceütre, and his smile their orown. 530 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing, 
Though yet unsung, as deem*d, perha^, too bcdd ? 
Angels are men of a superior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad. 
High o'er celestial mountains iring'd in flight ; 535 
And men are angels, loaded fbr an hnnr, 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 
And slippery step, the bottom of the steep. 
Angels their failings, mortals have their pralse : 
While here, of corps ethereal, such enroll'd, 540 

And summon'd to the glorious Standard soon, 
Which flames etemal crimson through the skies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin, 
Tet absent ; but not absent from their love. 
Michael has fought our bnttles ; Raphael snng 545. 
Onr triumph»; Gabriel on our errandsflown, 
Sent by the Sorereign : and are these, O man ! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (slvime bum 
The cheek to cinder !) rival to the brüte ? 

Religion*8 all. Descending from the skiet 55Q 

To wretohed man, the goddess in her left 
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Hüldi out this World, and in her right the neii 
Religion ! the eole voucher man is man ; ^V 

Supporter sole of man abovo himaelf; . . ' 

E'en in this night offrailty, change, and dealh, tfSjf 
She glTes the soul a aoul that acta a god. 
Reü^on ! Providence ! an afUr State ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock ; 
This ean support us ; all is sea besides ; 
Sinks under us ; bestorms, and then devoon. 5(10 
His hand the good min fiistens on the riues, 
And bids earth foU, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick poUuted air, 
Darkness and stench, and suffocating damps, 
And dungeon horrors, by kind Fate discharged, 66C 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pure 
Sorrounds him, and Elysian prospects rise ; 
His heart exults, his spirits cast their load, 
As if newbom he triumphs in the change : 
So joys the sonl, «yhen from inglorious aims 59M 

And sordid sweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terrestriai set at large, she möunts 
To Reason*8 regien^ her own elementi 
Breathes hopes immortal, and afiects the skies 

Religion! thou the soul of happiness, 67S 

And| groaning Calvary ! of thee : there shine 
'^e neblest truths ; there strengest motives sting ; 
There sacred yiolence assaults the soul ; 
There nothing but compulsion is fbrborae. 
Can love allure us ! or can terror awe ? 58 

He weeps '«-the &lling drop puts out the Sun t 
He sighs ! — the sigh earth's deep fonndation shakes. 
If in bds loye so terrible, whst then 
His wrath inflamed ? his tendemess on fire ' 
Like soft| smooth oil» outblazing other fires ? 68 

Can prayer, ean praiae, avert it ? — ^Thou, tny all I 
My theme ! my Inspiration'! and my erown ? 
My slrength in age ! my rise in low estato ! 
Wj soul's imbitMB, pkanore, weattk l-nniv vbi\4^ 
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My light in darknoM ! and my life in death ! 801 

My boast through time ! blias through etemity ! 

Etemity, too short to fpeak thy praiae, 

Or fiithom thy profound of loye to man ! 

To man of men the meanest, e'en to me ; 

My lacrince ! my God ! — ^what things are thett ! 606 

What then art Thon ? by what name ahall I call thM? 
Knew I the name devont archangela nie, 
Devout archangels should the name onjoy, 
By me unrival'd ; thonaands more subUme, 
Nene half so dear aa that which, thouf h nnspokiey 600 
Still glowa at heart. O how Omnipotence 
Ib lost in love ! thon great Philanthropiat ! 
Father of angela ! bat the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fondeat of the younger bom ! 
Thou who didst save him, snatch the amoking Inraad 
From out the flamea, and quenoh it in thy blood ! 006 
How art thou pleaaod by bomty to (fistreaa i 
To make ua groan beneath cor gratitude, 
Too big for birth ! to favour and eonfoond ; 
To challenge and to diatance all retum ! 610 

Of layiah love stupendoua hoighta to aoar, 
And leave Praiae panting in the distant vale \ 
Thy right, too great, defrauds theo of thy doe ; 
And aacrilegioua our sublimest long ! 
But aince the naked will obtaina thy amile, 616 

Beneath thia monument of praiae unpaid, 
And future lifo symphonioua to my atrain, 
(That noblest hymn to Heaven !) for ever lie 
Entomb'd my fear of death ! and every fear, 
The dread of every evU, but thy frown. 

Whom aee I yonder ao demurely amile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their iMt 
Ye Quietiata ! in homage to the akiea ! 
Serene ! of aoft addreaa ! who mildly make 
An unobtruaive tender of your hearta, 
Abhorring yiolence ! who halt indeed, 
Bat, for the blesainp wreirtla not with Heayen l 
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TJiink Jon my song too turbulent ? too warm ? 
Aro paasions, then, tho.pagans of th6 soul ? 
Reason alono baptized ? alone ordain^d Gttt 

To touch things sacred ? Oh, for warmer still ! 
OviH Chilis my zeal, and age benumba my powen * 
Oh,^r aa humibler heart and proudor aong ! 
Thou, my mcoh injured Theme ! with that soft eyo 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salmn, deign to look 035 
Compassion to the ooltLieaa of my breast. 
And pardon to the wmier in my strain. 

Oh, ye cold-bearted, frozen Formalists ! 
On such a thems 'tia impious to be calm : . 
Passion is reason, transport temper here. CAO 

Shall HeaveQ, which gave ■ *a ardour, and has shown 
Her own for n^an so stroDgiy, not disdain 
What smooth emoUients in theoiogy, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy doctors, preach ; 
'i^hat prose of piety, a lukewarm ptdise ? 6*15 

Rise odoors sweot from incense uninflamcd ? 
Devotion when lukewarm is undevout ; 
Bot when it glows, its noat is strucK to Heaven, 
To human hearts hör golden üorps are strung ; 
Highr Heaven's orchesCra chants Amen to man. €50 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their distant strain, 
Sweet to the soul, and tasting streng of Heaven, 
Snft wafted on, celestial Pity's plume, 
Throogh the yast. Spaces of the universe. 
To cheer me in this melancholy gloom ? 655 

^h, when will Death (now stingless) like a firiend 
Admit me of their choir ? Oh, when will Death 
This mouldering, old, partition wall tiirow down ? 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 
Öh, Death divine ! that givest us to the skies : CQfl 
Oreat fiiture ! glorio>us pav*on of the past 
And present ! when shall I thy shrinc adore ? 
From Nature's continent, immensely wide, 
[mmensely bless'd, this little isle of life, 
This dark inearcerating colony 066 
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Divido« ViB. Happy day ! that breaks our ehaifti 

Tbat manumits ; that calls from exile home ; 

That leads to Nature's great metropolis^ 

And veadmits us, through the gruardian hand 

Of eider brothere, to oor Father's throne ; W 

Who hears oar Advocate, and, through his womidi 

^holdiQg man, allowfl that tonder namo. 

'Tis tbis makes Christian triamph a commuid i 

Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise. 

Tis impious in a good man to be sad. 875 

Soest thoU) Lorenzoi where hangs all oor hope f 
Touch'd by the Gross, wo live ; or, more than dM ; 
That touch which touch'd not angels ; more diviae 
Than that which touch'd confusion into foim. 
And darkness into glory : partial touch ! 
Jnoffably preominent regard ! 
Sacrod to man, and sovoreign through the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From Heavon through all duration, and snppoitti 
In one illastrious and amazing plan, 
Thy welfare, Nature ! and thy God's renown. 
That touch, with charms colostial, hoals the soiil 
Disoased, drivos pain &om guilt, lights life in deatliy 
Tums earth to Heavon, to heavenly throne« trtnifiinii« 
The ghastly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 6B0 

Dost ask me when ? When He whö died r e tufu i; 
Retums, how changed^ where then the nUm of wM? 
In Glory 's torrors all the Godhead bums, 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 606 

Leave a stupondous solitudo in Heaven , 
Jleplenish'd soon, replenish'd with increaae 
Of pomp and maltitnde ; a radiant band 
Of angels new, of angels from the tomb * 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rise TOO 

park doubts between the promise and event ' 
l send theo not to volumes for thy eure ; 
^ad Nature ; Nature is a friend to truth ; 
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Ü^ Chrvrtian ; preaches to mankind^ 
m^ dead matter aid us in oor creed. 706 

hon ne'er seen the comet's flaming flight ' 
ilostriouB ftranger passing, terror sheds 
ang nations firom his fiery train ' 
gth enonnous ', takes his ample round 
gii depths of ether ; coasts unnamber'd woi^di 
16 than solar glory ; doubles wide 711 

n's mighty cape ; and then revisits earthy 
the long traTel of a thousand years. 
it the destined period shall return, 
ice on earth, who bids the comet blazoi 715 
ith Hirn all our triumph o'er the tomb. 
ure is dumb on thi6 important point, 
[ope precarious in low whisper breathes ; 
qpeaks aloud, distinct ; e*eu adders heari 
im, and dart into the dark again. 720 

builds a bridge across the gulf of death, 
lak the shock blind Nature cannot shun» 
inds Thought smoothly on the farther shore 
's terror is the mountain faith removes, 
nountain barrier between man and peace. 725 
'aiüi disarms Destruction, and absolves 
erery olamorous charge the guiltless tomb. 
y disbelieve ? Lorenzo !— <-' Reason bids ', 
cred Reason.' — ^Hold her sacred still ; 
lalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 730 

ered Reason ! source, and soul, of aU 
nding praise, on earth, or earth aboTe ! 
wti is thine : deep in its inmost folds 
iiou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
i the blessed Gross, by Fortune stamp'd 736 ""% 
issive Nature before Thought was bom ? 
iTth's blind bigot ! fired with local zeal !— 
S«ason rebaptized me when adult : 
b'd true and false in her impartial soale ; 
ttrt became the convert of my head, 749 
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And mado that choice which once was but mj &to 
' On argument alone my faith is builti* 
Reaion pfirsued is Faith ; and unpursaedi 
Where proof invitesi 'tis reason tben no more : 
And such our proof, that or our Faith is rights 715 
Or Reason lies, and Heaven designed it wroii|r. 
Absolve we this ! what then is blasphemy .^^-> 

Fond as we are, and justly fond of Faith, 
Reasoni we grant, demands our first regard ; 
The niother honour'd, as the daughter dcar. 760 

ReaFon the root, fair Faith is but the flower : 
The fading flower shall die, but Reason live« 
Immortal, as her Father in the skies ! 
When Faith is virtue, Roason makes it so. 
Wrong not the Christian ; think not Reason yoars \ 
*Tis Reason our great Master holds so dear ; 799 

'Tis Reason's injured rights his wrath resents ; 
Tis Reason's voice obey'd his glorios crown : 
To give lost Rdason lifo he pour*d tiis own. 
Believe, and show the reason of a man ; 700 

Believe, and taste the pleasure of a god ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
Through Reason's wounds alone thy Faith cm die, 
Whicn dying, tenfold terror gives to Death, 
And dips in venom his twice mortal sting. 786 

Learn hence what honours, what loud p«aiii| diM 
To those who push our antidote aside ; 
Those boast^d friends to Reason and to man, 
Whose fatal lovo stabs every joy^ and leaves 
Dealh's terror heighten'd, gnawing on his heart. 770 

|hoae pompous sons of Reason idolized. 
And vilifled at once ; of Reason dead, 
Then deified, as monarchs were of old ; 
What conduct plants proud laureis on their brow ? 
White love of truth through all their camp retoirad 
They diaw Pride's curtain o'er the noontide ny, 771 
8pike up their inch of leason^on the point 
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Of Philosophie wit, call'd Argument, 
And then exulting in their taper, cry, 
* Behold the Sun V and, Indianlike, adore. 780 

Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Tböu Maker of new morals to mankind ! 
The giaad monility is love of Theo. 
As wise as Socratcsi if such they were . 
(Nor will they bäte of that sublime renown,) 785 

As wise as Socrates might justly stand 
TIm definition of a modern fool. 

A Christian is the highest style of man ! 
And is there who the blessed Cross wipes o£tf 
As a fonl blot| from his dishonour'd brow ? 799 

If angels tremble, tis at such a sight : 
The wreteh they qnit, desponding of their ohargei 
More strack with grief or wonder who can teil ? 

Te sold to sense ! ye citixens of earth * 
<For such alone the Christian banner %) 796 

Know ye how wise your choice, how great your gala^ 
Behold the picture of Earth's haj^iest man : 
' He calls his wish, it comes : he sends it back, 
And says he call'd anothtfr > that arrives, 
Meets the same welcome ; yet he still cajls ob ; 800^ 
Till one calls him, who varies not his call. 
Bot holds kim (hst, in cfaains of darkness bound, 
TTill Nature dies, and Judgment sets him free ; 
A freedom far lese wekome than his chain.' 

But grant man happf , grant him happy long ; 606 
Add to life's highesi prize her latest hour ; 
*rhat hour, so late, is nimble in approach, 
That, like a post, comes on in füll career. 
How swift the Shuttle flies that weaves thy shroud i 
Where is the fable of thy formor years ? 81f 

Tkrown down the gulf of time ; as fiur from thee 
As they had near been thine ; the day in band, 
Uke a bird struggling to get loose, is going ; 
Scarce now possess'd, so suddenly *ti8 gone ; 
And eaoh swifl moment fled, is death advanced 815 
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By itrides as swift. Etemity ki all ; 

And whose eternity ? Mrho triumphs tbere ? 

Bathing for over in tho fönt of blin ' 

For ever basking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo ! wha ? — thy conscience ahall raplj. 

O give it leave to speak ; 'twill speak era Umg 
Tby leave unask'd. Lorenxo ! bear it noWy 
While usefiil its advice, iti accont mild. 
By tbe great edict, the divine deeree, 
Trutli is deposited with man's last hour ; 
An honest hoar, and faithfal to her tniet ; 
Tnith ! eldest daughter of the Deity ! 
Tnith ! of his Council when he made the worldfl ; 
Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds ho m»dm} 
Thoogh silent long, and sleeping ne'er so ioiindy 830 
Smother'd with errors, and oppress'd with tOjrs» 
That heaven-conunissionM hour no sooner eaüsy 
But from her p^rem in the souFs abjrss, 
Like bim they ftble under iEtna wholm*dy 
The goddess bursts in thunder and in flamer 
Loudly conviiices, and severely pains. 
Dark demons I diseharge, and hydra-sting»^ 
The keen Vibration of bright Tratb — ^is Hell ; 
Just definition ! though by schools untaughl» 
Te deaf to truth l peruse this parson'd page. 
And trust, for oncoi a prophet and a pnest ;— • 
* Meo may Ure fook, but fooli they eamiai dM.* 
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VOR BIGHT HON. T&E EARL OF LCTPUFIEW 

SO ! to recrimioate m jn^. 

ness for fame is avarice of air/ 

t the mvi is vain who writes for praiae i 

no mao e*er deaerTod, who aought no more. 

oat thy second charge. I gnnX the Maie 

ten blush'd tX her degenerate 

'd by Sense to plead her filth|r 

le the loW| to magnify the meaa, 

ibtillxe the gross into refined ; 

> magic numbers* powerful charm JA 

gWen to make a cWet of thcir song 

te, and sweeten ordnre to perfume. 

tme paigan, deifios the brüte, 

U our Bwine enjnymeiits firom the mire. 

fiict notorious, nor obscure the eattse. 15 

ar the chains of pleasure and of pride : 

•bare the man, and these distract hhn teo ; 

lifferent ways, and clash in their commandA. 

Ike an eagle, builds among the stars $ 

»asure, larklike, nests upon the ground. tO 

lared by brüte creationi Pride resents ; 

« embraces ; man would both enjoy, 

th at once : a point how hard to gain ! 

lat can*t Wit, when stung by strong desire ? 

dares attempt this arduous enterprise. 

oys of Sense can't riso to Rcason's taite. 
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In subtie Sophistry's laborious forge 

"Wit hammera out a reason new, that stoopt 

To sordid scenos, and meets them with applauae. 

Wit calls the Graces the chaste zone to loose, 

Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl : 

A thousand phantoms and a thousand spells, 

A thousand opiates scattera to delude, 

To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep, 

And the fooFd mind deligbtfully confound. 

Thus that which shock'd the judgment shocksoo mc 

That which gavo pride oifence, no more ofiends. 

Pleasure and Pride, by nature murtal ibes, 

At war etemal, wliich in man shall reign. 

By Wit's ad4ress patch up a fatal peace. 

And band in band lead on the rank debauch, 

From rank, refinod to delicate and gay. 

Art, cursed Art ! wipes off the* indebted bloah 

From Nature*t cheek, and bronzes every shame. 

Man smiles in min, glorios in his guilt, 

And Infamy Stands candidate for praise. 

All writ by man in fiivour of the souly 
These sensual ethics far, in bulk, transcend. 
The flowers of eloquence, profusely pour*d 
0*er spotted Vice, fill half the letter'd world. 
Can powora of genius ezercise their page. 
And consecrate enormities with song ! 

But let not these inexpiable strains 
Condemn the Muse that knows her di^rnity, 
Nor meanly stops at t\me, but holds the wcMrld 
As 'tis, in Nature's ample field, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; from whence to start, 
And run the round of universal Space, 
To Visit being universal there, 
And being's Souroe, that utmost flight of mind • 
Tet spite of this so vast circuraference, 
Well knows but what is moral nought is great. 
Sing sirens only ? do not angels sing ? 
There is in Pocsy a doce«» »»»■i«'» 
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Which well becomes her when she speaks to Prof«, 
Hi^r yoangei sister,, haplj not more wise. 6Ö 

Think'st thou, Lorenzo, to find pastimes here f 
^o gruilty paenon blown into a flame, 
No foible flatter'd, dignity disgraced, 
No fairy fiold of fiction, all on flower, 70 

No rainbow colourg, here, or silken tale ; 
Bat solemn counsels, imagos of awe, 
Truths, which Eternity lets fallon man, 
With double weigbt tkrough these revolving spherep. 
This dealh-deep eilence, and incumbent sbade : 75 
Thoughts such as shall Fevisit your last hour, 
Visit uncaird, and live when life expires; 
And thy dark pencil, Midnight ! darker still 
In melancholy dipp*d, imbrowns the whole. 

Tet this, e'en this, my laughtor-loving friends ' 80 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the smile ' 
If what Imports you most can most engag6, 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my song. 
Or if you fail me, know the wise shall taste 
The truths I sing ; the truths I sing shall feel ; 85 
And, feeling, give assent ; and their assent 
b ample recompense ; is more than praise. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! — nor mistake ; 
Think not unintroduced I force my way* 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unallied 90 

By virtoe, or by blood, illustrious youth ! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bowers, 
Where all the laiigaage harmony, descends 
Uneall'dy and asks admittance for the Muse ; 
A Muse that will not pain thee wiih thy praise : 95 
Thy praise she drops, by noblejr still inspired. 

O thou, bless'd Spirit ! whether the äapremn, 
Great antemundane Father ! in whose breast 
Embryo-Creation, unbornbeing- dwelt, 
And all its various revolutions roird 100 

Present, though future, prior to themselves ; 
WboM br#(ath ean Uow it into nou^^ht a^^am. 



78 TUE COMPLAINT. v. ▼. 

Or from hls throne somo dcle^ted power, 

WhO| studious of our peace, doBt tum the thou^ht 

From vain and vilo to solid and sublimo ! 106 

Unseen thou Icad'st me to doHcious drangfatt 

Of Inspiration ) from a purer stream, 

And fuUer of the God, thnn that wbich Irant 

From famed Castalia ; nor is yot allay*d 

My sacrcd thirst, though long my sotil ha« ningcd 110 

Through pleasing paths of moral and divine, 

6y thce sustain'd, and lighted by the stars. 

üy thcmbest lightcd aro the paths of thought; 
Nichts are thcir days, tlieir most illumiuod hoan. 
By day tho soul, o'erborne by life's career, - 115 

Stunn'd by tho din, and giddy with the glare, 
Rcels far from reason, jostled by the throng. 
By day the soul is passive, all her thoughts 
Imposcd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
ßy night) from objects free, from passion eool, 1)0 
Thoughts uncontroird and unimpre8s*d, the birtbi 
Of pure election, arbitrary ränge, 
Not to the limits of one world confined ; 
But from cthcrcal trävels light on earth, 
As voyagers drop anchor, for roposo. 1S5 

Lct Indians, and the gay, liko Indians, fond 
Of fcather'd fopperies, tho San iLdore: 
Darkness has more divinity for me ; 
It strikos thought inward ; it drives back the BOid 
To Bettle on hcrself, our point iiupr^me ! 190 

There lies our theatre ; there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtaln drops o'er lilb*s dull Bcene ; 
'Tis the kind band of Providonce 8tretch*d out 
*Twixt man and vanity ; 'tis Reason's reign. 
And Virtue's too ; these tutelary shades 135 

Are man's asylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardiaa too ; 
It no less rescues virtue than inspires. 

Virtue, for ever frail as fair below, 
Her tender naturc snlfers in the crowd, 110 
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I9or touchos on tKe worid Witbout A «taiii. 
The world't infectioüi ; ftw brihg iMick at evt^ 
Iminaculatei tho munnor« of tho morn. • 
iSometliing we thought, iü blotted ; we renohrtdi 
Js ihaken ; wo renounced, retumt again. 14b 

Each salutjLÜon may slide in a Bin 
Unthouglit bcforoi or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it strande ; light, motlon^ eoncourse, noiMy 
All scatter U8 abroad. Thought, outward-b^imd} 
Neglectful of onr home affairt, flies off 150 

In fume and dissipation, quits her Charge, 
Anc leaTei the breast ungnarded to the ism, 

Preaent ezample geta within onr gnard, 
And acts with double force, by few repell*d. 
Ambition fires ambitiös ; loye of gain 155 

Strikei, like a peatilence, (Vom breait to breast : 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhnmanity is caught Ä'om man, 
From smiling man ! A lilight, a single glanee. 
And shot at random, often has brougbt home 1(X) 

A sudden fever to the throbbing'heart 
Of envy, ranconr, or impure desire. 
"We see, we hear, with peril ; Safety dwells 
Remote from muHitude. The world 's a schock 
Of wrong, and what proiicients swarm aronnd ! 165 
We must or Imitate or disapprove ; 
MoM üst as their accomplices or foes : 
Thal stains oor innocence, this wounds onr peaee. 
Trom Natu)re*s birth, hence, Wisdom has been smit 
WHh sweet recess, and langnish'd for the shade. 170 

This sacred shade and solitado what is it ? 
*Ti8 the feit ptesence of the Deity ! 
F?w are the fanhs we flatter when alone ; 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is unguUt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 175 
By night an afheist half belieTes a Ood ! 

Night is fiur Virtue's immemorial frlend. 
The conacious Modn, throngh every distant age. 
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Has held a lamp to Wiadoin, and let fall, 

On Contemplation's eye, her purging nj. |0B 

The &med Athonian, he who woo'd from H«av«B 

Philneophy the fidr, to dwell wlüi men, 

And form their m anners, not inflama their prida . 

While o'er his head, as fearfnl to moleit 

His labouring mind, the stars in ailence aUde, 18S 

And aeem all gazing on their futore gnest, 

See him aoliciting his ardent soit 

In private audience : all the livelong night, 

Rigii in thought, and motionlesa, ^ standa ; 

Nor quits his theme or posture tili the Sun 190 

(Rüde drunkard ! riaing rosy from the main) 

Disturbs his nobler intellectoal beam, 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precioos moments ! stolen from the black waite 

Of murder'd time ! auspicious Midnight, hall ! 19S 

The World ejccluded, every passion hush'd, 

And open'd a colm intercourse with Heaven, 

Here the soul sits in Council, ponders post, 

Predestines future action ; sees, not feels 

Tumultuous Life, and reasons with the storm, 200 

All her lies answers, and thinks down her charms. 

What awful joy ! what mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold) in darkness Vm imbower*d. 
Delightful gloom ! the clustering thoughts around 235 
Spontaneous rise, and blossem in the shade ; 
But droop by day, and sicken in the Sun ; 
Thought borrows light elsewhere ; from that fint ßitf 
Foimtain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest ! who deigns 810 

Nightly to Tisit me, so mean, and now, 
Conscious how needful disciplino to man, 
From ploasing dalliarxe with the charms of Night, 
My wandoring thought recals, to what excitea 
Far other beat of heart, Narcissa's tomb ! 21S 

Or 18 it feeble Nature calls me back. 
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And InretLkf mj spirit into grief again ? 

!• it a Stygian vapour in my blaod ? 

A cold slow paddle, creeping through ray veins ? 

Or is it thns with all men ? — Thus with all. S20 

What are we ? how unequal ! now we soar, 

And now we sink. To bo the same transcends 

Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 

For lodging Ül ; too dearly rents her claj. 

Reason, a baffled eoonsellor .' but adds 386 

Tho blush of woakness to the bane of woe. 

The neblest spirit, fighting ^er hard fate 

In tbis damp dusky region, charged with storms, 

But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 

Or, flying, shört her flight, and sure her fall : 290 

Our utmost strenglh, when down, to rise again ; 

And not to yieM, thoagh beaten, all our praiso. 

'Tis yahi to aßfk in men for moro than man. 
Thoagh proud in proraise, big in previous thought, 
Ezperionce damJMi our triumph. 1, who late, 235 
Emerging from the shadows of the grave, 
Where grief dc^n'd mo prisoner, monnting high, 
Threw wide the gates of OTerlasting day , 
And eall'd mankiad to glory, shook of painti ■ 
Mortality shook ofF, in ether pure, S40 

And Struck the stars v now feel my spirits fail ; 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I rush, 
Ijike him whom fable fledged with waxen wings, 
In sorrow drown'd — but not in sorrow lost. 
How wretched is the man who never mo'.im*d t 245 
I dive for precious pearl in Sorrow's stream : 
Not so the thoughtless man that only grieves, 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
(Inestimable gain !) and gives Heaven leave 
To make him bat more wretched, not more wise. 250 

If wisdom is our iesson (and what eise 
Ennobles man P what eise have angols leam'd ?) 
Grief ! more proficients in thy schoorare made, 
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Thon Gi<niu8 or proud Leaming e'er could botst. 

Voracious Learning, often overfed, 

Digests not into sense ber motley meal. 

This bookcase, with dark booty almost buriti 

This forager on others' wisdom, leaTos 

Her native farm, her reason, quite antill'd ; 

Witli mix'd manuro she surfeits the raok wnli fXO 

Dang'd, but not dress'd, and rieh to beggary : 

\ pouip untamable of weeds prevails ; 

Her servant's wealth encuinber*d Wisdom moamiL 

And what says Genius ? ' Let tbe dnll be wiae !' 
Genius, too hard for rigbt. can prov« it wroa|f, SB 
And loves to boast, where blush men le«8 inspired. * / 
It pleads exemption from the laws of SensOi 'ify- 

Considers Roason as a leveller. 
And scoms to share a blessing wtti ÜHt eiowd. - 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample olvfanf - 97V 
To glory and to pleasure gives the rest. - . 

Crassus but sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wisdom less shudders at a fool than wit. . ««. 

But Wisdom smiles, when humbied mortals tnMkp. 
When Sorrow wounds the breast, as ploughs tlia gUßte, 
And haarte obdurate fbel her soflening shower ; ff6 
Her saed cclestial, then, glad Wisdom tows ^ 

Her golden harrest triumphs in the soiL 
If so, Narcissa ! welcome my relapse ; 
ril raise a tax on my calamity, "^ 

And reap rieh onmpensation (Vom my pain. 
ni ränge the plenteous intellectual field, 
And gather overy thought of sovcreign power 
To chase the moral mdadies of man ; 
Thoughts which msy bear transplanting to the ddeiy 
Though natives of this coarse penurious soll ; 
Nor wholly wither there, where seraphs sing, 
Refined, exalted, not annull'd, in Heaven * 
Reason, t)ie sun that gives them birth, the 
In either clime, though more tUustrious there. 



^ 
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Jioieely eall'd, and elegantly ranged, 
rm a garland for Narcissa^s tomb, 
radventure, of no fading flowers. 
>n what themes shall puzzled choice descend ; 
nportance of contemplating the tomb ; 29b 
an decline it ; sulcide's foal birth : 
ioas kinds of grief ; the faults of age ; 
ath'8 dread character — invite my song.' 
finiti the* importance of oar end survey 'd. 
connsel qaick^dismisgion of our grief. 300 
Q kindness ! our hoarts heal too toon. 
f more kind than He who Struck the blow ? 
( H do hi8 errand m our hearts, 
iah peace tili nobler guests arrive, 
lg it back ft true and endlcss peace ? 305 

lea U9 vAniß t as glaring day 
pBlIiimbw'd htutres robs our sight, 
q^pats out unnumber'd thoughts 
rt kigh, and light diyine, to man. 
lan how bless'd, wbo, sick of gaudy acenes, 
apt to thrust betweon us and ourselves !) 31t 
choice to take hi« favourito walk 
Death's gloomy, silent, cypress ghad<% ' 
)d by Vanity's fantaiitic ray ; 
his monumentfly to weigh hls dust, 315 

vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
! read with me Narcissa's stuiw ; 
k was thy favourite) let us reaid 
a! stone ; few doctors preach so well ; 
ors so tenderly can touth S2C 

ing heart. What pathos in tho date ! 
!• can strike ; and yet in thcm we see 
iges of what we here enjoy. 
9se have we to build on length of lifei? 
Ions seizo when fear is laid aaleep, 385 

»reboded is our strengest guard. 
»m her tomb, as from an humble shriney 
.dÜnt goddess ! sallies or my iKral, 



84 THE COMPLAINT. ».▼- 

And puU Del\iiion*s duaky train to flight , 

Dispelfl the inist our sultry pascdona raiso 

From übjects low, terrestrial, and obiconey 

And ihowB the real ostimate of tUin|rf , 

Which no maoi unafflicted, ever saw : 

PoUb off the veil from Yirtae's rieing oharmi i 

Dotects Temptation in a thousand lies. 

Truth bids me look on men as autumn leayes, 

And all thoj bleed for as the summer's duat 

Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beamf, 

I widen my horizon, gain new powen, 

See things invisible, feel things remote, 340 

Am prosent with futnrities ; think nought 

To man so fbreign as the joys po8ses8*d, 

Nonght so mach liis as those beyond the grave. 

No foUy koeps its colour in her sight ; 
Pale worldly Wisdom loses all her charms. 345 

In pompous promise from her schemes profomidy 
If future fate she plans, 'tis all in leaves, 
Lake sibyl, unsubstantial, fleeting bliss ! 
At the first blast it vanishes in air. 
Not so celestial. Wouldst thou know, Lorenio ! 860 
How differ wnrldly Wisdom and divine ? 
Just as the waning and the wazing moon. 
More empty worldly Wisdom every day, 
And every day more fair her rival shines. 
When later, there's less time to play the fool. 3K 
Soon our whole term for Wisdom is expired 
(Thou know'st she calls no Council in the grave,) 
And everlasting fool is writ in fire, 
Or real wisdom wafls us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resembles sibyls* leaveiy 300 
The good man's days to sibyls' books compare 
(In ancient story read, thou know'st the tale^) 
In price still rising as in number less, 
Inestimable quite his final hour. 
For that who thrones can offer, offer thromei ; 
IniolTent worlds the purchase cannot nav 
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i ma die his death .' all JKatnre cries. 

live hifl lifo/ — ^All Nataj4< falters there , 
«at physiciaj daily to ccys lult, 
omtme with the gravo, 07.7. only eure. 37^) 

itgrave preBoribesthe best ^ — A triend*B; andyet 
L friend'B grave how boob we disengage ' 
) the dearesty as bis marble, cold. 
re friends ravish'd from us ? 'tis to bind, 
t Affection's ties, on human hoarts 375 

ought of Doath, which Reason, too aupinei 
employ'd, so rarely fastens there. 
sason nor Affeetiou, no, nor both 
Md, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 

the' inexorable hour at band ; 380 

the' inexorable hour forgot ! 

forget it the chiof aim of life, 
h well to ponier it is life's chief end. 
eath, that ever threatening, ne'er remotOi 
11 important, and that only sure, 385 

when he will) an unexpected guest ? 
loogh invited by the loudest calls 
d Imprudence, unexpected still ? 
h numerous messengers are sent before, 
m his great arrival ? What the cause, 390 

oud^'ous caiufie, of this mysterious ill ? 
aven looki down, astonish'd at the sjght i 
thftt Life has sown her joys so thick, 
Q*t thrust in a Single care between ? 
ac Life has such a swarm of oares, 395 

ought of Death can't enter for the throng ? 
at Time steals on with downy feet, 
ikBS Indulgenee from her golden dream ? 
r n so like yesterday, it cheats ; 
(e the lying sister for the samo. 40i 

lides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook, 
er changing, unperceived the change. 
■am» brook none eyer bathed him twie« ; 
> nme Itfe none ever twice awoke. 
8 
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We call the brook the same : the some we think 406 

Our Ufo, though still more rapid in its flow, 

Nor mark the much irrevocably la|.8edy 

And raingleü with the sea. Or shall we ny 

(Retainin^ still the brook to bcar ns on) 

That life is like a yessel on the stream ? ' 410 

In lifo embark'd, we Rmoothly down tbo tid« 

Of tlme descond, but not on time intent ; 

Amused, unconscious of the gliding wsye, 

Till on a sudden we perceive a shock ; 

We Start, awake, look out : what see we there ! 416 

Onr brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore. 

Is this the cause Death flies all human thoogfat ' 
Or is it Judgroent, by the Will Struck blind, 
That domineering mistress of the soul ! 
Like him so streng, by Dalilah the fair ?— 49ft 

Or is it fear turns Startled Reason back, 
Frcm looking do^n a procipice so steep ? — 
*Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wiselj plaood 
By Nature, conscious of the mako of man, 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 4S^ 

A flaming sword to guard the tree of Life. 
By that unawed, in Life's most smiling hour 
The good man would repine ; woald suflbr joys. 
And burn impatient for bis promiscd skies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 496 

Or gloom of liumour, would give Rage the reiBi 
Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark, * 
And mar the scenes of Proyidence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ? — Furies ! risei 
And drown in your less execrable yell, 436 

Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy fliffaty 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 
Blasted from hell with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So caird, so thcught — and then he fled the field ; 
Less hase the fear of death than fear of lif«. 
O Britain ! infiimous for suicide ! 
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An iflland/in thy manners : far difljoin'd 

From the whol«) world of rationals beside ! 

In ambient wayes plunge thy polluted head, 445 

Wash the dire stain^ nor shock the continejat. 

Bat thou be shock'd, while I detect the cauie 
Of self-assaulty expose the monster's birth. 
And bid Abhorrence hiss.it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the distant Sun ; 450 
The Sun is innocent, thy clime absolved. 
Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 
The cause I sing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves it is thy foUy, not thy fate. 

The soul of man (let man in homage bow 455 

Who names his soul,) a native of the skies \ 
Highborn and free, her freedom should maintain. 
Unsold, umnortgaged for earth's little bribes. 
The' illustrious stranger, in this foreign land, 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity, 460 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 
Of earth suspicious, Earth's enchanted cup 
With cool reserve light touching, should indulge 
On immortallty her godlike taste ; [there. 

There take large draughts ; make her chlef banquet 

But some reject this sustenance divine, 4C6 

To beggarly vile appeiites descend, 
Ask alms of Earth, for guests that came from Heaven ! 
Sink into slsves, and seil, for present hire, 
Their rieh reversion, and (what shares its fate) 470 
Their native freedom, to the prince who sways 
This nether world : and when his payments failj 
When his foul basket gorges thcm no more, 
Or their pall'd palates loathe the basket füll, 
Are instantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 

Fqt breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And bursting their confinement, though fast barr*d 
By laws divine and human, gur,rded strong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pass, 
The blackest Nature or dire guilt can raise, 480 
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And moated round with fathomless destniction, 
Sure to receive and wheim them in their &11. 

Such, Brilons ! is the cause, to you unknown,' 
Or worse, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by magistrates, 
Thus criminals themselves ! I grant the deed 485 

Is madness ; but the madness of the iieart. 
And what is that P our utmost bound of guUt. 
A sensual, unreflecting life is big 
With monstrous births, and Suiöide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 

Heaven's law su{>reme, and desperately rush 
Through sacred Nature's murder, on their oy^ 
Because they never think of deatli, th£y die. 
'Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 
At once to shun, and meditate his end. 496 

When by the bed of languishment we sit, 
(The seat of Wisdöm ! if our choice, not fate) 
C^ o'er our dying friends in anguish hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head ; 
I*^umber their moments, and in every clock 500 

Start at the voice of an eternity ; 
See the dim lamp of life just feebly lifl 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 
Then sink again, and quiver into death, 
Thatmost pathetic herald of our own : 505 

How read we such sad scenes ? As sent to man 
In perfcct vengeance ? no ; in pity sent, 
To melt him down, like wax, and then impress, 
Indelible, Death's Image on his heart, 
Blefiding for others, trembling for himself. 510 

/'"''''We bleed, we trerable, we forget, we smile. 
The mind turns fool before the check is dry. 
Our quick-returning folly cancels all, 
As the tide rushing razes what is writ 
In yielding sands, and smooths the letter'd shore. 515 

Lorenzo ! hast thou ever weigh'd a sigh ? 
Or studied the philosopliy of tears ? 
(A science yet unlectured in our schools ! 
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](IaBt Ikou dvisccndcd deep into the broast. 
And Seen their source ? if not, descend with me, CQO ' 
And trace theso briny rivulets to their springt. 
Our funeral tears from diflerent causes risb : 
As if from separate cisterns in the soul, 
Of yarious kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By sofl contag^on cidrd, some burst at once, 525 

And stream obsequidus to the leading eye ; 
Some ask more time, by curious art distill*d. 
Some hearts, in uecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
Like Moses' smitten rock, gush out amain : 63<l 

Some weep to share the fame of the deceasedy 
So high in merit, and to them so dear : 
They dwell on praises which they think they fbar« ; 
And thus, without a blush, commend thems^ives. 
Some moum, in proof that something they t^oid love;- 
They weep no^ to relieye their grief, but sLow. 536 
Some weep in nerfect justice to the dead, 
As conscious all their love is in arrear. 
Some mittchievously weep, not unapprizcd, 
Tears sometimes aid the conquest of an eye. . 540' 
With what address the sofl Ephesians draw 
Their sable network o'er entangled hearts ! 
As Seen through crystal, how their roses glow, 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ! 
Of hors not prouder Egypt's w vitoi queen, 545 

Carounng gen», horself dissolyed in love. 
Some weep at death, abstracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, thoir oT.n decease. 
By kind construction some are deemed to weep, 
Because a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

Some weep in eamest, and yet weep in vain, 
A» deep in indiscretion as in woe. 
Fassion, blind Passion ! impotently ponrs 
Tear« th£Lt deserve more tears ; while Reason sleeps, 
Or gazes, like an idiot, uneonceim'd, 55(» 

Nor comprehends the meaning of tha storm ; 

8" 
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Knowi not it speaks to her, and her alond. 

Imtionalf all sorrows are beneath, 

Tbat noble gift ! that privilege of man! 

From Borrow'a pang, the birth of endle« joy : 661 

Bnt these are barren ofthat biith dirine ; 

They weep impetaous as the sammer ttorm, 

And füll as short ! the crael grief soon tamedy 

They make a pastime of the stmgless tale ; 

Far as the deep-resoonding knell they f^read 605 

Tho dreadful news, and hardly feel it more : 

No grain of wisdom pays them for their woe. 

Half round the globe the tears pump'd op by deatli 
Are spent in watering vanities of lifo ; 
In making folly flourish still more fair. 870 

When the sick sool, her wonted stay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth and sorrows in the dust ; 
Instead of leaming there her trae support, 
(Though there thrown down her trae sn^ portto lean,) 
Without Heaven*8 aid, impatient to be ble8s*d| 695 
She Crawls to the nezt shrub or bramble vile, 
Though from the stately cedar's arms she feil ; 
YTiih stale forsworn embraces clings anew, 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as before. 
In all the fruitless fopperies of lifo, 680 

Fresents her weed, well fancied at the ball. 
And raffles for the death*s head on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, tili the destined yonth 
Stepp'd in with bis receipt for making smileti| 
And blanching sablee into bridal bloom. 
8o wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa'« fate, 
Who gave that angel-boy on whom he dolcs, 
And died to give him, orphan*d in his birth ! 
Not euch, Narcissa ! my distress for thee. 
111 make an altar of thy sacred tomb, 
Te sacrifice to Wisdom. — ^What wast Ükm ? 
* Tonng, gay, and fortnnate-!' Eaoh yields a theme: 
1*11 dwell on each, to shun thooght more serere ; 
(Heaven knows I kbour with severer still ') 
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111 dwcll on eacfa, and quite exhaust tlij death. 595 
A souI withoat reflection, like a pile 
Withoiit inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth : vhat says U to gray hairs' 
NarcisM, ! l*in bocome thy pupil now^- 
Karly, bright, trancient, chaste, as morning dew, GOO 
8he sparkled, was exhaled, and went to heaven l 
Time on this head haa snow'd, yet still *ti8 borne 
Aloft, nor thLiks but on anotlier's grave. 
Cover'd with i^ame I speak it, age aevere 
Old wom*out Tice sets down for virtue fair ', 005 

With gracelese gravity chastising youtb, 
That youth chastised surpassing in a fault| 
Father of all, forgetfulneaa of death ! 
As if, like objects pressing on the 8<ght, 
Death had advanced too near us to be aeen ; 610 

Qr that life*s loan Time ripen*d into right, 
And men might plead prescription &om the grave ; 
Dealhleas, frum repetition of reprieve. 
Deathless ? far from it ! such are dead already ; 
Their hearts are buried, and the world their grave. 615 

Teil me, aome god ! my guardian angel ! teil 
What thos in&tuates ? wbat enchantment planta 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us and Death, 
Already at the door ? He knocks ; we hear hlm, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 690 
Oor nntouch'd heaVts ? what miracle tums eflT 
The pointed thought, which from a thousacd qaiTei» 
If didly darted, and is daily i^iinn*d ? 
We stand} as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Aronnd us falling, wounded oft ourselves, 6S5- 

Though bleeding with our woands, immortal still ! 
We see Time's furrows on another's brow. 
And Death intrench'd, prepaaring bis assault : 
How few themselves in that just mirror see ! 
Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong ! 63X^ 

There deajth is certain y doubtful here : he must, 
And soon we may, within an age, expire. 
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Thoiigb ^ay oiir heads, our thoughts and aimi are graen; 
\ike damaged clocks, whose band and bell diasent, 
iTollj sings eis, while Nature points at twelve. 685 

Absurd longevity '. more, more, it criea : 
More lifo, more wealtb, more traab of everj kiiicL 
And wherefore mad for more, when relisb fidls ? 
Object and appetite must club for joy : 
Shall FoUy labour bard to mend tbe bow, 640 

Baubles, I mean tbat strike uä from withoat, 
Wbile Nature Is relaxing every string ! 
Ask Tbought for joy ', grow rieb, and board withia. 
Tbink you tbe soul, wben tbis life's rattlea ceve, 
Has notbing of more manly tosucceed ? 645 

Contract tbe taste immortal ; learn e*en now 
To relisb wbat alono subsists bereafter. 
Pivine, or none, bencefortb your joys for erer ! 
Of age, tbe glory is to wisb to die : 
Tbat wisb is praise and promise ; it applaiids 660 

Fast life, and promises our future bliss. 
Wbat weakness see not cbildren in tbeir sirea ! 
Grand climacterical absurditios ! 
Gray bair'd autbority, to faults of youth 
How sbocking ! it makes folly tbrice a fool ; 665 

And our first cbildbood migbt our last despise. 
Feace and esteem is all tbat age can hope : . 
Notbing but wisdoro gives tbe iirst ; tbe last 
Notbing but tbe repüte of being wise. 
Folly bars botb : our age is quite undone. 660 

Wbat folly can be ranker ? like our shadows, 
Our wisbes lengtben as our sun declines. 
No wisb sbould loiter, tben, tbis side tbe graye. 
Our bearts sbould leave tbe world before tbe knell 
Calls for our carcasses to mend tbe soll. 666 

Enougli to live in tempest ; die in port : 
Age sbould fly concourse^ cover in retreat 
Defeots of judgment, and tbe will subdue } 
Walk tbougbtful on tbe silent solemn sbore 
Oftbat vast ocean it must sail so soon, 670 
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And pnt g^ood works on board, and wait the wind 
That shortlj blowt us into worlds unknown : 
If iinconsider'd, too, a dreadfol scene ! 

All shoald he propheU to themselTen ; forewe 
Their fiiture fate ', their futare fate foretaste : 075 
This art wonld waste the bittemeas ef death. 
The thought of death alone the fear destroyt . 
A disaffection to that precioue thought 
Ig more than midniflrht darkness on the eonl) 
Which sleeps beneath it on a precipiee, 680 

Puff'd off bj the first blast, and logt for ever. 

Dost ask, Lorenzoy why so warmlj pross'd, 
Bj repetition hammer'd on thine ear, 
The thought of death ? That thought is the machine, 
The grand machine! that heaves us from the dust, 685 
And Tesrs us into men. That thought, ply'd home, 
Will soon reduce the ghastly precipice 
O'erhanging hell, will soften the descent, 
And gently slope our passage to the grave. 
How warmly to be wish'd ! what heart of flesh 690 
Would trifte with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? what band, 
Bcyond the blackest brand of censure hold 
(To speak a language too well known to thee,) 
Would at a moment give its all to Chance, 695 

And stamp the die for an Eternity t 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With Destiny ; and, ere her scissars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Jf moral death; that ties me to the world. 700 

Sting thou my slumbering Reason, to send forth 
A thought of Observation (>n the foe ; 
To sally, and survey the rapid march 
Of his ten thousand ynessengers to man, 
Who, Jehulike, behind him turns them all. 705 

All accident apart, by Nature sign'd, 
My Warrant is gone out, though dormant yet ; 
Perbaps behind one .moment lurks my fate ! n ' 
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MoBt ] theu forward only look for Death f 
3ackward l turn mine eye, and find him Uiere. 710 
Man iß a self-survivor eveij year. 
Man, like a streun, is in perpetaal flow. 
Death 's a destroyer cf qootidian prey : 
My youth, my noontide, bis ; my yesterday : 
The bold invader shares the present hour : 715 

Each moment on the former shuts the graye. 
While man is growing, life is in decrease. 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb, 
Our birth is notbing but our death begnn : 
As tapers waste that instant they take fire. 720 

Sball we then fear lest that «hould como to paMy 
Which comes to pass each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we must, let that Death turn us pale 
Which murders strength and ardour ; what remains 
Should ratner call on Death, than dread bis call: 735 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 
Tbougbtless of death, but wben your neigbbour*s knell 
(Rüde visitant !) knocks bard at your dull sense, 
And with its thunder scarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your thome, in every plao and hour ; 730 
Nor longer want, ye monumental sirvf ! 
A brotber tomb to teil you — ^you sball die. 
That death you dread, (so great is Natureis skill !) 
Know you sball court, before you sball enjoy. 

But you are Iearn*d : in volumes deep you tat, 735 
In wisdom sballow. Pompous ignorance ! 
Would you bo still more learned than the learn*d ? 
Learu well to know bow much need not be known, 
And what that knowledge which impairs your senae. 
t)ur needful knowledge, like our needfol food, 740 
Unbedged, lies open in Life's common field. 
And bids all welcome to the vital feast. 
Tou scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of Nature and Experience, moral truth; 
Of indispensable, etcrnal fruit ; 745 

Fruit, on which mortals fecding, tum to gods , 
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Afkä dive in scionce for distinguish'd namet. 

Diahonest fomentation of your pride, 

Sinking in virtue as you rise in fame. 

Your leaming, Uke the lunar beam, affordb 750 

Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout| 

Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. 

Awake, y? curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 

Ifyou would learn Death*s eharacter, attend. 755 

Ali casts of conduct, all degrees of health, 

All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 

Together shook in his impartial um, 

Come forth at random ; or, if choice is made, 

The choice is quite sarcastic, and insults 760 

All boid conjecture and fond hopes of man. 

What countless multitudes not only leave, 

But deeply disappoint us, by their deaths ! 

Though great our sorrow, greater our surprise. 

Like other tyrants, Death delights to smite 765 
What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of power 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme, 
To bid the wretch survive the fortunate } 
The feeble wrap tho* athlotic in his shroud ; 
And weeping fathers buUd their children's tomb : 770 
Me thine, Narcissa ! — What, though short thy date ? 
Virtue, not roUing suns, the mind matures. 
That life is long which answers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit deserves no nama. 
The man of wisdom is the man ofyears. 7? 5 

In hoary youth Methusalems may die ; 
O how misdated on their flattering tombs ! 

Narcii8a*s youth has lectured me thus iar : 
And can her gaiety give counsel too ? 
That, like the Jews* famedoracle ofgems, 790 

Sparkles Instruction ; such as throws new light. 
And opens more the character of Death, 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! tbis thy vaunt ! — 
* QiTO Death hif dae, the wretched and th« Qli*| 
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£*en lol him sweep hia rubbish to tbe gn. /e ; TQn 

liOt him not violate kind Natures laws, 
But own man born to live as well as die.*—- 
Wretched and old thou givest him ; young and gay 
He takes ; and plonder is a tyrant*8 joy. 
What if I prove, * the farthest from the fear 791 

Are oflen nearest to the stroke of Fate ?* 

All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers shoold emit a flame, 
Glad spirits sparkled firomllarcissa'a eye, 79^ 

And made Touth yonoger, «ad taoght Life tcrliTO. 
As Nature*8 opposites wage endloss war, 
For this offence, as treason to the deep 
Inviolable Stupor of his reign, 

Where lost and tnrbolent smbition sleep, 609 

Death took swift vengeance. As he life detettfl, 
More life is still more odious ; and, reduced 
By conquest, aggrandizes more his power. 
But wherefore aggrandized ? — By Heaven's decree 
To plant the soul on her eternal guard, 806 

In awful ozpectation of our end. 
Thus runs Doath's dread commisaion : ' Strike, bot to 
As most alarms the living by the dead.' 
Henee stratagem delights him, and surprise, 
And cruel sport with man's securities. 810 

Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim ; 
And where least fear'd, there conquest triumphs iniMt« 
This proves my bold assertion not too hold. 

What are his arts to iay our fears asleep ? 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 816 

In deep Disßimulation*s darkest night. 
Like princes unconfess'd in foreign courts» 
Who travel nnder cover, Death assume« 
The name and look of Life, and dwells among oi : 
He takes all shapes that serve his black deaigira t 
Though master of a wider empiro far 
Than that o'er which the Roman Eagle flewy 



> 
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Like Nero, he*s a fiddler, cbarioteer : 

Or drives hit phaCton in fewale gmao ; 

Quito unsuspecied, tili, the wheel benoath, 8S5 

Hii disarray'd oblation he devoon. 

He most affects the formi least like hinuielf, 
Hii sIendeT solf : hence burly corpnlence 
Is his familiär wear, and sleek disgriise. 
Behind the trtay bLom he loves to birk, ä30 

Or ambiuh in a smile ; or, wanton, dive 
In dimples deep ; Love*8 edd^, which draw in 
Unwary hoarts, and sink tktf^ io despair. 
Such on Narc'i88a*s coueh h» katte*d long 
Unknown, and when detected» still was seen 635 

To smile : such peace has Innocence in death ! 

Most happy they, whom least his arts deceive ! 
One eye on Death, and one fiill fix*d on Heaven, 
Becomes a mortal and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqued and jealous spy, 840 

IVe seen, or dreamM I saw, the tyvant drees, 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his smiles. 
Say, Muse ! for thou remember'st, call it back, 
And show Lorenzo the surprising scene ; 
If *twaa a dream, his genius can explain. 845 

Twas in a circlo of the gay I stood : 
Death would have enter'd ; Nature push'd hira badL : 
Supporied by a doctor of renown, 
His point he gain*d ; then artfully disBusB*d 
The sage ; for Death design'd to be coneeal'd : 850 
He gave an old vivacious usnrer 
His meagre aspect, and his naked bones. 
In gratitude fer plumping up his prey, 
A pamper*d spendthrät, whose fantastic air, 
WeH fkflhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 865 

He took in change, and undemeath the pride 
Of eostly linen tuck*d his filthy riiroud. 
His erooked bow he straightened to a ctne, 
And hid his deadly shalts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadfnl mtsqiterader thos equtpp'd, 860 

9 
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Outsalliet on adventurus. 'Vsk you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts 
Lei this suffioe ', sure as night follows day, 
Death treads ui Pleasure's footsteps round the worU« 
When Pleasure treads the patha which Reaaon ihnai. 
When against Reason, Riot shuts the door, 866 

And Gaiety suppUes the place of Senae, 
Tben, foremost at the banquet and the ball| 
Death leads the dance, er stamps the deadly die, 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 870 

Gaily carousing to hit gay compeers, 
Inly he laughs to see them laugh at him, 
As absent far ', and when the revel burns, 
When Fear is banish'd, and triiunphant Thoaght| 
CaUing for all the joys beneath the moon, 876 

Against him tiims the key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors — he drops his maak, 
Frowns out at füll : they start, despair, expire. 

Scarce with more sudden terror and snrpriae, 
From his black mask of nitre, touch'd by fire, 880 
He bursts, ezpands, roars, blazes, and devourt. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And more Ihan simple conquest, in the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 885 

Which moment is commision'd to^destroy ? 
In death*s uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fixM, 
Fiz'd as a sentinel, all eye, all ear, 
All expcctation of the Coming fpe. 890 

Rouse^ stand in arms, nor lean against thy spear. 
Lest idumber steal one moment o*er thy soul 
And Fate surprise theo nodding. Watch, be strong ; 
Thus giye «ach day the merit and renown 
Of dying well, though doom'd but once to die ; 
Nor let life's period, hidden, (as firom most) 
Hide, too, from theo the precious use of lifo. 

Eaxly, not suddeni was Narcissa's fjite : 
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8oon, not snrprisin^, Death bis visit paid ; 

Her thought went fbrth to meet him on hU wajy 900 

Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die ; 

Though Fortune, too (our tbird and final th^me^) 

As an aocomplice, play*d her f^udy plumes, 

And erery gUttering gewgawi on her sight, 

To dazile and debauch it ftom its mark. 905 

Death's dreadfol advent is tbe mark of man, 

And every thoagfat that misset it is blind. 

Fortune with lioutb and Gaicity conspired 

To weave a triple wreath of happiness, 910 

(If happiness on eartb) to crown her brow: 

And could Death chorge throagh such a shining ahield ? 

- That shining shield invites the tjrant's spear, 

As if to damp our elevated aims, 

And strongly preach humility to man. 

O how porteutous is prosperity ! 915 

HoWy cometlike, it threatens while it shines ! 

Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, 

To enll his yictims ftom the fairest fold, 

And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abondanee, purpled o*er 990 

With recent honours, bloora'd with every bliss, 

Set up in ostentaiion, made the gase, 

The gaody centre, of the public eye ; 

When FcBtiuie,.thus, has toss'd her child in air, 

Snatcb'd iVom.Üie eovert of an humble State, 9S5 

How often have 1 seen him dropp'd at once, 

Our moming's envy ! and our evening*s ngb '. 

As if her bounties were the sigpal given, 

The flowery wreath, to mark the sacrifice. 

And call Death*8 arrows on the destined prey. 930 

High Fortune seems in crnel league with Fate. 
Ask you for what ? to give hb war on man 
The deeper dread, and more iUustrious spoü ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And bums Lorenzo still for the sublime 935 

Of life ? to hanjf his airy nest on high, 
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On tho slight timbcr of the topmcst bough, 

Rock'd at each breezo, and menacing a fall ? 

Granting grim Death at equal distance therOy 

Yet peace begins just whore ambition endt. MI 

What makes man wretched ? HappineM deniadl 

Lorenzo ! no ; 'tifi Happiness dlsdain'd ! 

She comes too meanlj dress'd to win oar anrulsi 

And calls herseif Content, a homely name ! 

Our flame is transport, and Content our soom I 946 

Ambition turns, and shuts the door against her. 

And weds a toil, a tempest, in her stead ; 

A tempest to warm transport near of kin. 

Unknowing what our mortal gtate 'ddmits, 

Life 's modest joys we ruin while we raise, 960 

And all our ecstasies are wounds to peace 

Peace, the füll portion of mankind below. 

And since thj peace is dear, ambitioos jouth 
Of fortune fbnd ! as thoughtless of thy fkte 
As late I drew Death's picture, to stir up 966 

Thj wholesome fears ; now, drawn in contrast, im 
Gay Fortjone's thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air the sportive goddess hang«, 
[Jnlocks her casket, spreads her glittering wäre, 
\nd calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 900 

Her random bounties o*er the gaping throng. 
All rush rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends, 
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er their kingi, 
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more adored) to snatch the golden shower. 966 

Gold glitters most where virtue shines no more ; 
As Stars from absent suns have leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries, 
Unkennel'd from the prisons and the stews, 
Pour in, all opening in their idol's praise ! 999 

All, ardent, eye each waflure of her band, 
And, wide expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew'd,. 
(Jntasted, through mad appetite for more 
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Gorged to the throat, yet lean and ravenons itiU : 975 

Sagaciooi all to trace the smallest ^ame, 

And bold to sehe the greatest. If (Uefls'd chance !) 

Gourt-sephyrs sweetlj broathe ; thej laonch, they fl/i 

O'er jnst, o*er sacred, all'forbidden ground, 

DmirtL with the burning scent of place or power, 980 

Stanch to the tool of Lucre — tili they die. 

Ör, if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fiites survey. 
With aim mismeasured and impetuous speed, 
8ome, darting, strike their ardent wii^ far off, 986 
Through fary to poesess it : some eucceed. 
Bat stumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From Bome, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirl'd away, 
And lodged in bosoms that ne'er dream'd of gain. 
To 8ome it sticlui so close, that, when tom off, 990 
Tom is the man, and mortal is the woond. 
Some, o'erenamour'd of their bags, run mad ; 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together some (unhappy riyals !) seize. 
And rend abandance into poverty : 995 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles ; 
Smiles, too, the goddess ; bat smiles most at those 
(Just victims of exorbitant desire !) 
Who perish at their own reqaest, and, whelm'd 
Beneath her load of lavish grants, ezpire. 1000 

Fortane is famous for her numbers slain ; 
The number small which happiness can bear. 
Though yarioas for a while their fates, at last 
One corse involves them all : at Death's approsck 
All read their riches backward into loss, 1005 

And moum in jast proportion to their störe. 

And Death's approach (if orthodox my song) 
Is hasten'd by the Iure of Fortune's smiles. 
And art thoa still a glatten of bright gold ? 
And art thou still rapacioas of thy ruin ? 101^ 

Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow ; 
A blow which, while it exocutes, alarms, 

9* 
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And stftrtles thousands with a signal falL 
Ab when some stately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aloft and proudly spreadf her ihada, 1015 
The Sun'8 defiance, and the flock's defbiMM, ' 
By the strong strokes o^labouring hinda Bubdntd 
Loud groans her last ; and rushing firom her heighty 
In oumbroue min thundera to the ground ; 
The consciofOB forest trembles at the shock, 1080 

And hill, and stream, and distant dale resoimd. 

These high-aim'd darts of Death, and these alooai 
Should I collect, my quiver would be füll ; 
A quiver which, suspended in mid air, 
Or near heaven's archer, in the zodiao, hang 10915 
(So could it be,) should draw the public eye, 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind \ 
A constellation awful, yet benign, 
To guide the gay through Lifo's tempestaona wave, 
Nor sufier them to strike the common rock ; IQQO 
' From greater danger to grow more securo. 
And, wrapp'd in happiness, forget their fate.' 

Lysander, happy past the common lot, 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia ; she was kind. 1095 

In youih, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleas'd. 
All who knew envied ; yet in envy loved : 
Can Fancy form more finish'd happiness ? . 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her stately dorne 
Rose on the sounding beach. The glittering spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore ; 1041 
So break those glittering shadows, human joys. 
The faithless moming smiled : he takes bis leave 
To reembrace, in.ecstasies, at eve : 
The rising storm forbids : the news arrivei ; 1045 
Untold she saw it in her servant^s eye. 
She feit it seen (her heart was apt to feel,) 
\nd drown'd; without the furious ocean's aid. 
In raffocating iorrows shares his tomb. 
!7ow round the samptuouB brldal monument 1060 
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The ^mltj billows innooontly roar, 

And f he rough sailor, passingy dropi a tear. 

A tear P-Hsan.iea» suffice ?-^vA not for me. 

How yidn ov tfibrts ! and oor arta how vain . 

The diatant train of thoaght I took, to shun, 105o 

Has thrown me on my fiite. — ^Theie died together ; 

Happy in min ! midivorcod by death ! 

Or ne*er to meet, or ne'er to part, ia peao«.«- 

Narcissa ! Pity bleeds at thought of thee ; 

Tet thou wast only ncar me, not myself. 1060 

Surrive myself ?--that eures all oiher woe. 

M^ciasa Uvea ; Phüan4er is forgot. 

O the soft commerce ! — O tho tender ties, 

Glose twisted with the fibres of the heart ! 

Which broken, break them, and drain off the soqI 1065 

Of human joy, and make it pain to live. — 

And is it then to live ? When such friends part> 

Tm the f-irvivor dies. — My heart ! no moc«. 
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THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
IN TWO PARTS. 

CONTAINIVO TUX 

Jf ATURE, TBOOF, AND TMPORTANOE OF IBCMOETAL 

PART I. 

WHIRZ, AMONO OTHER TBIirOS, 

fiLORY AND RICHSa ARE PARTIOULALY OONSIDBl 



PREFACE. 

Few i^m have been deeper in dispute about religum 
^H. The dispute about relig^ion, and the practice of it, 
dorn go together. The shorter, therefore, tha disputej 
better. I tbink it may be reduced to tbis Single «iiiestioD 
iniDortal, or b he not V K he is not, all our disputei 
amusements, or trials of skill. In tbis case, träth, 
mMf rriigion, wfaich give our discour es such poinp and aoi 
mtyf are (ai will be shown) mere enpty sounds, witboot 
■weiring in tbem : but if man is iromortal, it will bdiove 
lobe^oy serious about etemal consequenoes ; or, in c 
wocdf, to be tnily religious. And this great fuodanM 
tmdiy unestablished, or unawakenod in the minds of mei 
I coBoeive, the real source and snpport of all our infidn 
bow remote soever the particular objectiom advanced : 
0eem to be from it. 

Sensible appearances afiect most men much more (ha 
firact reasoniiigs ; and we daily see bodies.drop aroond 
bot tlie soiii is invisible. The power whidi incKnatioB 
die judgment is greater \Kaa c«& \)e vf«A «onceivec 
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i«t have not had an expenenee of it ; andflf frhat mim- 
it the sad mterest that soulf ibpiikl not aarrivat The 

I World oonfessed that they mAer boped, thaa firndy 
d, iannortality ! and bow many healhens have we ttUl 
« oi ! Tka SacTid Pag« ammf os, that ' lile and im- 
ty u bruiigiiC to Iglit by the Gospel ;* bat byhow many 
kMpel rejected or ovarlooked ? FVom theso oonsidera* 
od fixxn my bein|f, accidentally, privy to the sentnaenta 
> particular penooB, I have been long' penuaded that 
'not all our infidels (whatever name they take, aad 
er tcbeme for aif[ument't sake, and to koep theoudvct 
tenance, ihcy patronize) are supported in their deplo- 
rrar by aome doubt of their immortality, at tlie bottom : 
un satisficd, that men once thoroughly oonvinced of 
imortality, are iM.t far front being Christians : Ibr it li 
eoBceive that a man, fully cnnscions eiemal pain or 
sai will certainly be hia kit, should not eameUly and 
ally inquire aller the fürest means of escaping oAe, and 
1^ the otber : aad of such an eamest and impartial in- 
well know the consequence. 

, therefore, in proof of tbii mott fundamental troth, 
ain arguments are oflferod ; argnmenH derived finom 
es which infidels admit in common with beliavars ; ar- 
s which appear (c me ahogether irresistible ; and sach 

II satisfied, wOl have great weight with all wbo give 
▼et the tniall troubleof kwking seriously into their oiwn 
, ood of observing with any tolerable degree of atlei- 
latdailypasMS round aboutthem in the workL Ifsome 
nti diall here occur whkh others have declined, they 
mitled, with all deference, to better'Jvdgments, !■ tbii, 
Muts, the most important ! for as to the beingof a God, 
» knger «Usputed ; but it is undlqMited ihr this roaioa 
s. beeanse wHere the least pretence to reason ii ad 
it must for ever be indisputable : and, of conseqWMe, 
ean be betrayed into a di^Nite ofthat natura by van* 

ch haa a principal sfaare in animatingour iDodeaiooai* 
againet otber artides of our beliet 
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PART THB FIRST. 



TO TBE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY PELIUU, 

flRST LORD COMMI98IONSR OF THZ TREASUILfi A»9 
CBANCELLOR OF THE EXCHB^VER. 

Bhe* (for I know not yet her name in Hearen) 

Not eaily, like Narcissa, lefl the scene, 

Nor sudden, Kke Philander. What avail ? 

This seeming mitigation bat inflames ; 

This fancied medicine heightens the diseaie. S 

The loDger known, the oloser still ehe grew. 

And gradual parting is a gradual death. 

'Tu the grini tjrant's eiigine which eztortSy 

By tardy pressnre's still increasing weight, 

From hardest faearts confession of distren. 10 

O the long dark approach, through yoam of,puiiy 
Death's gällery ! (might I dare to call it lo) 
With dismal doubt and sable terror hung, 
Sick Hope*8 pale lamp its only glimmering raj : 
There Fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 15 

Foibid self-love itself to flatter thero. 
How oft I gazedy prophetically sad ! 
How oft I saw her doad, while yet in smilef ! 
In smiles she sunk her grief to lessen mine s 
8he spoke me comfort, and incroased my pain. 9 
Like powerful armies trencbmg at a town, 
By slow and silent, bat resistless sap, 
In his pale progress gently gaining ground, 
• Referr'mg Xo ^i^ViV \3a« FVRh. 
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Death urged his deadly siege ; in spite «f jut, 
pf all the balmy blessings Nature lends 9S 

Tp fuccour frail humanity. Ye Stars ! 
(Not now firat made familiär to my sight) 
And thouy O Moon ! bear witness ; many a night 
He tore the pilh>w from beneath my head, 
Tied down my sore attention to the shock, 30 

By ceaseless depredations on a lifo 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadfiil post 
Of Observation ! darker every hoor ! 
Lese dread the day that drove me to the brink| 
And pointed at etemity below ; 35 

When my soul shudder'd at futurity ; 
Wheni on a moment's point, the' important die 
Of lifo and death spun doubtfuly eie it feil, 
And tnm*d up life ; my title to more woe. 
Bot why more woe ? moro liomfort let it be. 4(1 

Nothing is dead, but that which wished to die ; 
Nothing 18 deady bat wretcheduess and pain ; 
Nothing it doad, but what encomber'd, gall*d, 
Block*d np the pass, and barr'd firora real lue. 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wiae ? 4a 
Too dark the Sun to seo it ; highest stars 
Too low to reach it ; Death, great Death alone, 
O'er Stars and Sun triumphant, lan^s us there 

Nor dreadful our transition, though the mina. 
An artist at creating self-alarms, 60 

Rieh in ezpedionts £;>r inquietude, 
b prona to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death*s portrait true ? the tyrant never sat. 
Cur sketch all random strpkes, conjecture all ; 
Close shota the grave, nor teils one single taie, 65 
Death and his Image rising in the brain 
Bear &int resemblanco ; ne?er are alike * 
Fear shakes the pencil : Fancy loves excess : 
Dark Ignorance is lavish of her sbades ; 
\iid these the formidable picture draw.' 60 

Bat gpnX the yrorst, 'tis past ; new proepects nse, 
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And drop a Teil eternal o'er her tomb. 

Far other views oar contemplation olainüy 

Views tbat o*erpay the rigours of our lifo ; 

Views that suspend our agonies in death. 

Wrapp'd in the thought of immortality, 

Wrapp'd in the Single, the triomphant thoug^ ! 

Long life might lapse, age nnperceived come oii| 

And find the soal onsated with her theme. 

Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my mmg, ' 

O that my seng could emulate my soni ! 

Like her. immortal. No !r-the sool disdaina 

A niark so mean ; far nobler hopo inflames * 

If endless ages can ontwetgh an hour, 

Let not the hiurel, bnt the palm inspire. ' 

Thy nature, Immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not f it is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spim» 
And spun for ever ; dipp*d by cniel Fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here ; l 

How Short our correspondence with the Snn ! 
And while it lasts, inglorious ! our best deeds 
How wanting in their weight ! our highest joyi 
Sm&ll cordials to support us in our pain. 
And give us strength to suiTer. But how gr«at f 
To mingle interests, couverse, amities, 
With all the sons of Reason, scatter'd wide 
Through habitable Space, wherever bom, 
Howe'er endow'd ! to live free Citizens 
Of universal Nature ! to lay hold, S 

ßy more than foeble faith, on the Supreme ! 
To call Heaven*s rieh unfathomable mines 
(Mines which support archangels in their stata) 
Our own ! to rise in science as in bfiss, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 9 

To read Creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity ! 
The plan and exeoution to collate ! 
To frti, before each glanoe of piercing thooght. 
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All cloudy all shadow, blown remote ; and leave 100 
No mystery — ^but that of Love Divine, 
Which lifls US on the seraph's flaming wing, 
From Eartl^*8 aceldama, this field of blood, 
Of inward an|fQbh, and of outward ij!, 
From darkness and from dust, to such a scene ! 106^ 
Love's element ! true joy's illustrioos home ! 
From £arth*s sad contrast (now deplorod) more fair ! 
^yhat exquisite yicissitude of Fate ! 
Bless'd absolution of our blackest hour ! 

Lorenzo ! these aro thoughts that mdce mAl man, 
The wise illumine, aggrandize the great. 11] 

IIow great, (whlle yet we tread the kindred clod, 
And every moment tear to sink beneath 
The clod we tread, soon trodden by our sons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of Time's pursuits, 115 
To stop, and pausb ; involvcd in high presage, 
Through the long vista of a thousand years, 
1 o stand contemplating our distant selves, 
As in a magnifying mirror seen, 
Enlarged, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 120 

To prophesy our own futurities ! 
To gaze in thought on what all thought transe^ds ! 
To talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys 
Ab hl beyond conception as desert, 
Ourselves the' astonished talkers and the tale ! 125 

Lorenzo ! swells thy bosom at the thought ? 
The Bwell becomes thee : 'tis an honest pride ! 
Revere thy seif ; — and yet thyself despise. 
His nature ho man can o'errate, and none 
Can underrate his merit. Take good heed| 130 

JNor there be modest where thou shouldst be proad ; 
That almost universal error shun. 
How just our pride, when we behold those heights ! 
Not those Ambition paints in air, but those 
'^lleason points out, and ardent Virtue gains, 135 

,And angels emulate. Our pride how just 1 
When meunt we ? when these shackles cast ^ when rpik 

10 
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This cell of ihe crcation ? this sniäll nest, 

Stuck in a corner ofthe universc, 

Wrapp*d up in fleecy cloud and fine-spon air ? 140 

Fine-spun to sense, but gross and feculent 

To souls cclestial ; souls ordain*d to breathe 

Anibrosial gales, and drink a purer sky ; 

Greatly tnumphant on Timers farther shorOy 

\Vhore Virtue reigns, enrich*d with fall arreftnii * 145 

While Pomp imperial begs an almf of Peaee. 

In empire high, or in proHd science deep, 
Te bom of Earth ! on what can you confer, 
With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The gast, the glow, of national delight, 1^ 

As on this tkome, which angels praise and tbara ? 
Man 's fates and faTours arc a theme in Heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic potions for the sick ! 
Distemper'd bodies and distemper'd minds ! 155 

In an etemity what scenes shall strike ! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties suirprise ! 
What webs of wonder Bhall unravel there ! 
What fall day pour on all the paths of Heaven, 
And li^ht the' Almighty footsteps in the deep l 160 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at onco, the labyrinths of Fate, 
And straigliten its inextricable maze ' 

If incztinguishable thirst in man 
To know ', how rieh, how iiill, our banquet there ! 165 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
Tho World material, lately seen in shades. 
And in those shades by fragments only seen. 
And Seen thos3 fragments by the labouring eye, 
(Jnbroken, tlien, illustrious and entire, 170 

Jts amplr sphere, its universal firame, 
Ir fuU dimensions, swells to the suryey. 
And enters, at one glance, the ravish'd sight. 
From some superior point (where, who can teil ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point, where gods reside,) 1J5 
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How shall the fltranger-maii's iUumined eye, 

In the YEft ocean of unbounded epace. 

Behold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the cryfftal waves of ether pure, 

In endloM vojage without port ? The least 180 

Of these diaaeminated orbs how great ! 

Great as they are, what nombers these surpaMy 

Uuge as leviathan to that small race, 

Those twinkling multitudea of Uttle life, 

He swallowi unporceived ! Stapendoua these ? 186 

Yet what are these stupendous to the whole ? 

As particles, as atoms ill perceived ; 

As circulating globales in our ve'ina ; 

So vast the plan. Fecundity divir.e ! 

Exuberant Source ! perhaps I wrong thee still. 190 

If admiration is a source of joy, 
Whut transport hence ? yet this the least in Heaven. 
What this to that illustrious robe He wears, 
Who toss'd this mass of wonders from his band, 
A specialen, an eamest, of his power ? 195 

*Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead*s meanest floweret to the Sun, 
Which gave it birth. But what this Sun of Heaven ' 
This bliss supreme of tbe supremely bless'd t 
Death, only death, the question can resolve. 200 

By death cheap booght the* ideas of our joy ; 
The bare ideas ! solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chased below. 

And chase we still the phantoni through the fire, 
0*er bog, and brake, and precipice, tili death ? 905 
And toil we still for sublunary pay ; 
Defy the dangers cf the field and flood, 
Or, spiderlike, spin out our precious all, 
Onr more than vitals spin (if no regard 
To great futufity,) in curious webs 210 

Of sub^le thonght and exquisite design, 
(Fine network of the brain !) to catch a fly l 
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The momentary buzz of vain renown ! 
A name ! a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air, 215 

For flordid lacre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, sweat, through every shamey for evory gtin : 
For vile contaminating trash ! Ihrow up 
Our hope in Hoaveu, our dignitj with man. 
And deify the dirt matured to gold ? S90 

Ambition, Avarice, the two dempns these 
Which goad through every slough our human luorii 
Hard-traverd from the crsulle to.the grave. 
How low the wretches stoop ! how steep they elimb ! 
These demons bum mankind, but most possess SS5 
Lorenzo's bosom, and turn out the skies. 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To Cover ocean ? or a mote, the Sun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have they thisblinding power ? 230 
What if to them I prove Lorenz© blind ? 
Would it surprise theo ? be thou then surprised ; 
Thou neither know'st : their nature learn from me« 
' Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem, 
What close coanexion tios them to my theikie. S35 
First, what is truo ambition ? The pursuit 
Of glory nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of self-applause, 
Their arts and conquests animals might boatt, 940 
And Claim their laurel-crowns as well as we ; 
But not celestial. Hero we stand idone, 
As in our form distinct, preeminent : 
If prone in thought, our stature is our shame ; 
And man should blush, his forehead meets the skief. 
The visible and present are for brutes : 91G 

A Blender portion, and a narrow bound ! 
These Reason, with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps, and claims the future and unseen. 



THE INHDEL RECLAIM£D. 113 

The vast unseen ! the future fathomlesi ! SSO 

When the great aonl buoys up to this high point, 
LeaTing gross Natureis Sediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods, - 
Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 256 

This is ambition ; this is human fire ! 

Can parts or place (two hold pretenders) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 

Genius and art, ambition*s boasted wings, 
Oür boast but ill des«frve : a feeble aid ! S60 

Dedalian engin^ry ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, Fame's flight is Glory*s fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne*er so high, 
Our height is but the gibbet öf our name. 
A colebrated wretch when I behold, S65 

When l behold a genius bright and base, 
Of towering talents and terrestrial aims, 
Methinks i see, as thrown fron! her high sphere^ 
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal, 
"With rubbish mix'd, and glittering in the dnst.: S70 
Struck at the splendid melancholy sight, 
At once compassion soft and envy rise 
But wherefr 'e envy ? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are shtning instrumenta 
In false Ambition's band, to finirh fault« S75 

Illustriou«, and give Infamy renown. 

Great ill is an achievement of great powen. 
Piain sen849 but rarely leads us fkr aatray. 
Reasoli the means, Affections choose our eou. 
Means have no merit, if oür end amiss. 880 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right m rum 
What is a Pelham's head to Pelhams he<iri f 
Hearts are proprietorsof all appiaubo. ' 
Right ends and means make wisaoid, worldly wlse 
Is but half witted at its nighcst praise. Sä5 

Let genius, then, despair i« make thee great ; 
Nor flatter Station. Wliat i* stadon high ? 
10* 
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Tii a proud mendicant : it boasts und begs ; 

Jt begfl an alins of liomage froin the throng. 

And oft the throng deuies its charity. . 290 

Monarchs and ministers aro awful naxnes ! 

Whoever W(»ar theiu chalienge our devoir. 

Religioni public Order, both ezact . 

Ezternal homage and a supple knee, 

To beings pompouslj set up, to servo 995 

The meanest slave : all more is Merit's doe. 

Her sacred and inviolable right ; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er boW but to superior worih ; 

Nor ever &il of their allegiance there. 900 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their accounty 

And vote the mantle into majesty. 

J^et the small savage boast his «ilver für, 

His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, . . 

His own, desccnding fairly from his sires ', 906 

8hall man be proud to wear his livery, 

And souls in ermine scorn a soul v/ithout ? 

Can place or lessen us or aggrandize ? 

Figmies are pigmies still, though perch'd on Alpa^ 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 310 

Each man makes his own stature, builds J.'mself. 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids ; 

Her monuments shall last, when Egypt's fall. 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause t 
The cause is lodged in immortality. 315 

Hear, and assent. Thy bosom bums for power ; 
What Station charms thee ? 111 install thee there ; 
Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before wast something less than man. 
Has thy new post betray'd thee into prido ^ 390 

That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
Thu being mean which stafTs or strings can raise : 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness soars, . 
From blindness bold, and towering to the akiea. 33!r 
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Tis bom of Ignorance, which knows not man : 
An anorers second, nor bis second long. 
A Nero, quitting liis iraperial throne. 
And courting glory from the tinkUng string, 
But faintly shadows an immortal soul, 990 

"With empire's seif to pride or rapture fired. 
If nobler motiv5)s minister no eure, 
£'en vanity forbids theo to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : 'tis more, 
It makes the post stand candidate for thee ; 33& 

Makes more thon monarchs, makes an honest man. 
Though no Ezchequer it commands, 'tis wealth ; 
And though it wears no ribband, 'tis renown : 
Renown, that would not quit thee though disgraced, 
Nor leave theo pendent on a master's smile. 340 

Other ambition Nature interdicts ; 
Nature proclaims it most absurd in man, 
BjT pointing at bis origin and end ', 
Milk and a swatbe, at first, bis whole demand ; 
His whole domain, at last, a turf or stone } 34& 

To whom, between, a world may seem too small. 

Souls, truly great, dart forward on the wing 
Of just Ambition, to the grand resült, 
The curtain's fall; theie see the buskin'd chief 
Unshod behind this momentary soene, 350 

Reduced to his own stature, low or high, 
As vice or virtue sinks him, or sublimes ; 
And laugh at this fantastie mummery, 
This antic prelude of grotesque events, 
Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray 365 

A littleness of soul by worlds o'ermn, 
And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 
To Christian pride ! which had wHh horror shock'd 
The darkest Pagans, offer'd to their gods. 
„^ O thou Most Christian enemy to peace ! 360 

Again in arms ? again provoking Fate ^ 
That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
IVIm draws the sword reluct&nt| gladly ahMÜiii*, 
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On empire builds what empiro ült oatweighs, 

And makes bis throne a scafibld to the skies ! 365 

Why this so rare ? — bocauBo, forgot of all 
The daj of death, that venerable day 
Which sits as judge ; that day, which shall pronomiM 
On all our days, absolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo ! never sbut thy thought agalnat xt : 390 

Bo levees ne*er so fall, affbrd it room ; 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend consalted, flattories apart, 
Will teil thee fair if thou art great or mean. 

To dote on aught may leave üa, or be left, 37S 

Ja that ambition ? then let Qames deacend, 
Point to the centre their inverted apirea, 
And leam humiliation from a aoul 
Which boaats her lineage from celeatial fire. 
Yet theae are they the world pronouncea wiae ; 331^ 
The wurld, which cancela Nature*a right and wrongr, 
And caata new wiadom : e'en the grave man lends 
Hia aolemn face to countenaiice the coin. 
Wisdom for parta ia madneaa for the whole. 
Thia atampa the paradox, and givea ua leave 38& 

To call the wiaeat weak, the richeat poor, 
The moat ambitioua unambitioua, mcan. 
In triumph mean, and abject on a throne. 
Nothing can make it liaa than mad in man 
To put forth all hia ardbur, all hia art, 39(^ 

And give hia aoul her füll unbounded flight, 
But reaching Him who gave her winga to fly. 
When blind Ambition quite miatakea her road, 
And downward porea for that which ahioes above, 
Subatantial happineaa and true renown ; 39& 

Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook, 
We leap at atara, and faaten in the mud ) 
At glory grasp, änd aink in infamy. 

Ambition ' powerful aource of good and ill ! 
Thy atrength in man, like length of wing in birds 40O 
When diaen^raged from earth with greater ease. 
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i^d swifter flight, transports us to tlie äkies : 

By toys entangled, or in guilt bcmired, 

It turns a curse ; it is cur chain and scourgei 

In this dark dungeon, wliere confined we lie, 40r> 

Close-grated by the sordid bars of sense, 

AU prospect of etermty shut out ; 

And, bat fbr ezecution, ne/er set free. 

With error in ambition justly charged, 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in bis wealth ? 410 

What if thy rental I r«form, and draw 
An inventory new to set theo right ? 
Where thy tnie treasure ? Gold says, *■ Not in me :' 
And, * Not in me/ the Diamond. Gold is poor ', 
India*8 insolvcht : seek it in thy seif ; 415 

Seek in thy naked seif, and find it there ; 
In being so descended, form*d, endowM ; 
Sky-born, sky-guided, sky-returning race ! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine ! 
In senses, whioh inherit earth and beavens : 420 

Enjoy the various riches Nature yields ^ 
Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy ; 
Give taste to fruits, and harmony to groves ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright sire ; 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the world, 425 

At a small inlet, which a grain might close, 
And half create the wondrous world thoy see. 
Our senses, as our reason, are divine. 
Bat for the magie ofgan's powerful cbarm, 
Earth were a rüde nncolour'd chaos still. 430 

Objects are but the' occasion, ours the ezp«oit ; 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 
Which Nature's admirable picture draws. 
And beautifies C*eation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 435 

Man makes the matcfaless image man admires. 
8ay then, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad« 
Superior wondors in himself fbrgot, 
His admiration wasto on objects round. 
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When Hcaven makes him the soul of au hesees? 440 
Absurd ! n"»! rare ! so great, so meaiii is man. 

What wealth in senses sach as these ! what wealtfa 
In fancy, fired to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys ! in Memory*s firm record, 
Which, should it perish, could this world recal 445 
From the dark sbadows of o'erwhelming years ! 
In colours iVesh, originally bright, 
Presorve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that sovereign power ! 
Which sense and fancy summons to the bar : 450 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the mass those underlings import, 
From their materials sifled and refined, 
And in Truth^s balance acöurately weigh*d, 
Forms art and science, government and law, 456 

The solid basis, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitalsy and the grace of civil life ! i 

And manners (sad exception !) set aside, 
Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy faür 
Of his idea, whose indulgent thought 400 

Long, long ere Chaos teem'd, plann'd human bliss. 

What wei^th in souls that soar, dive, ränge aroond 
Disdaining limit or from place or timo ; 
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear 
The' Almigkty Fiat, and the trumpet's sound * 465 
Bold, on Creation's outside walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e*er shall be ; 
Commanding with omnipotence of thought, 
Creations ncw, in Fancy 's field to rise ! 
Souls that can grasp whate'er the' Almighty made, 470 
And wander wild through things impossible ! 
What wealth in faculties of endless gxowth, 
In quenchless passions violent to crave, 
In liberty to chocse, in power to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 475 

Duration to perpctuate — ^boundless bliss ! 

Ask you what power resides in feeble mani 
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That bliss to gain ? Is Virtue's then, uuknown? 
Virtuo ! our present peace, our future prize. 
Man'8 unprecarious, natural estate, 480 

Improveable at will, in virtue lies ; 
Its tenure sure, Its income is divine. 

Higli ballt abundance, heap on heap ! for what' 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more ; 
Then make a richer scramble for the throng; ? 485 
Soon as tbis feeblo pulse, which leans so long, 
Almost by miracle, is tired witb play, 
Like rubbish, from disploding engines thrown, 
Our magazlncs of hoarded trifles üj ; 
Flj diverse ; fly to rorei(:ners, to foes ; 490 

jNew masters ''.ourt, and call the former fool, 
(How justly !) for dependence on their stay. 
Wide scatter, first^ our playthings«{ then, our dost 

Dost Court abundance for the sake of peace ? 
Leam, and lament thy self-dofeated scheme. 405 

Bichea enable to be richer still, 
And richer still what mortal can resist ? 
Thos Wealth (a crdel task-master !) enjoins 
New toils, succeeding teils, an endless train ! 
And murders Peace, which taught it first to shine. 500 
The poor are half as wretched as the rieh, 
Whose proud and painful privilege it is 
At once to bear a double load of woe, 
To feel the stings of envy and of want, 
Outrageous want ! both Indies cannot eure. 505 

A competence is vital to Content ; 
Mach wealth. is corpulence, if not disease : 
Sick, or encumber'd, is our happiness. 
A competence isall wo can enjoy. 
O be oontenti where Heaven can give no more . 510 
More, like a flash of water firom a lock, 
Quiekens our Spiritus movement for an hour, 
Bot soon its force is spent ; ncr rise our joys 
Above onr native temper's con^mou stream. 
Henee Disappointment lurks ia every prize, 1716 

^ ^ beee in flowers/ cnd atih^ u$ with sueeete. 
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The ricii man, who denies it, proudly foigns, 
Nor knows the wise are privy to the lie. 
Mach leaming shows bow Utile mortals know ; 
Much wealth, how littlo worldlingB can enjoy : 80 
At best it babiea us witb endless toys, 
And keeps us cbildren tili we drop to duit. 
As monkeys at a mirror stand amazed, 
They fail to find what they so plainly see : 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the face 6BS 

Of Happiness, nor know it is a shade ', 
Bat gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep agun^ 
And wish, and wonder it is absent still. 

How few can rescue opalence from want l 
Who lives to nature rarely can be poor ; SN 

Who lives to fancy never cau be rieh. 
Poor is the man in ddbt ; the man of gold, 
In debt to Fortune, trembles at her power : 
The man of reason smiles at her and death. 
O what a patrimony this ! a being 58ß 

Of such inherent strength and majesty, 
Not worlds possess'd can raise it ; worlds dertroy*d 
Can't injure ; which holds on its glorioos oouney 
When thine, O Nature ! ends : too bless'd to mouro 
Creation*s obseqaies. What treasure this ! 540 

The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal ! ages passM, yet nothing gone ! 
Mom without eve ! a race without a goal ! 
Unshorton'd by progressiou infinite * 
Futurity for ever fiiture ! life 645 

Beginning still where computation ends ! 
Tis the description of a deity ! 
'Tis the description of the meanest slave ! 
The meanest slave dares tiien Lorenzo Kom ? 
The meanest slave thy sovereign glory shares. 
Proud youth ! fastidious of the lower world \ 
Msn's lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the lowest ; is too great to find 
Inferiors ; all immortal ! bröthers all ! 
PraprietOT» etemal of thy\o>j%\ 
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Immortal ! what can strike tbo sense so strong) 
Aa this the soul ? it thunders to tfao thought, 
Reason amazes, ^atitude o'erwhelms : 
No more we slumber on the brink of Fate ; 
Roaied at the sound, the' ezulting soul ascendi 560 
And breathes her native air, an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Q,aick kindles all that is divine within us, 
Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the itan. 

Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flome ? 565 
Immortal ! were but one immortal, how 
Woold others envy ! how woold thrones adore ! 
BeeauM 'tis common, is the blessing lost ? 
How this ties up the brunteous hand of Heaven ! 
O valn, vain, vain, all eise ! Etemity ! 570 

A glorious and a ueedful rofuge that, 
From vUe imprisonment in abject views. 
Tis Immortality, 'tis that alone, 
Amid lüb's pains, abasements, emptiness, 
The floiil can comfort, elevate, and fill : 575 

That only, and that amply, this performs ; 
Lifts OS above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror those, and these their lostre lose ; 
Etemity depending Covers all ; 
Etemity depending all achieves ; 580 

Sets earth at distanoe ; casts her into diades ; 
Blends her distinctions ; abrogates her powers ; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 
Fortune's dretid frowns and fascinating smiles, 
Blake one promiseaoas and neglected heap, 566 

Tlie man beneath ; if I may call him man, 
Wkom Immortality's füll force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial tonches bis high thought ; 
Suds shine unseen, and thunders roll anheard, 
^By roinds qoite conscions of their high descent, 590 
j^^Tmeir pretent province, and thftir future prise ; 
Divinely darting npward every wish, 
Warm on the wing, in glorious absence losil 

11 
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Doubt you this truth ? why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb, by some due-distant eye 505 

Were seen at once, her towering Alps woold Bink, 
And level'd Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earthy and all that earthly minds admire. 
Iß Bwallow'd in Etemity^s vast round. 
To that stupendoas view, when souls awake, 000 

So largo of latc, so mountainous to man, 
Time's toys subside, and equal all below. 

EnthusiaEtic this ? — ^then all are weak 
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd, or martyrs ne*er had blöd: 005 
And all may do what has by man been don«. 
Who, beaten by these sublunary staq/OB, 
BoundlesSy interminable joys can weigh % 

Unraptiired, unezalted, uninflamed ? .' '• ' 

What dave unbless'd, who from to-morrow'i dawn 619 
Ea^cts an empire ? he forgets his chain, 
Aad, throned in thought, his absent sceptre wsfOf. 
And what a sceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to computei 
Or comprehand her high prerogatives, 615 

In thia her dark minority, how toils, 
How Tainly pants, the human soul divine ! 
Too great the bounty seems for earthly joy : 
What heart but trembles at so stränge a bliss ? 

In spite of all the truths the Muse has sung, 690 
Ne'er to be prized enough ! enoughnreyolved ! 
Are there who wrap the world so clotc aboat them, 
They see no farther than the douds, and dance 
On heedless Vanity's fantastic too, 
Till, stumbling at a straw, in their career, 635 

Headlong they plunge,whdreend both dance aad flong? 
Are therc, Lorenzo ? Is it possible ? 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a soul immvirtal in their breasts, 
Unconscious as the mountain of its ore, 630 

Or rock of its inestimable gern ? . 
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'When rockfl shall melt, and mountainB Yanish, thefle 
Shall know their treasore ; treasure them no more. 

Are there (still more a.nia7«ing !) who resist 
The riaing thought ? who smother, in iU hirth, 636 
The glorious truth ? who straggle to he hrutes ! 
Who througli this bosom-barrier bunt their way, ^ 
And, with reversed ambition, strive to sink ? 
Who labour downwards through the' opposing powers 
Of instinet, reason, and the world againf>t them, 64# 
To diamal hopes, and shelter in the shock 
Of endlees night ? night darker than the grave*a ' 
Who fight the proofs ofimmortality ? 
Vnth horrid leal, and ezecrable arts, 
WorkaU their eaginee, level their blackfiree, 645 
Tb blot ftom man this attribute divine, 
^tlnn vital blood &r dearer to the wise) 
BUiphemers and rank atheists to themselvet? 
To contradict them, see all Nature rise ! 

What objeot, what event, the moon beneath, -660 

But arguea, or endears, an after-scene ? 

To reason proves, or weda it to desire ? 

All things proclaim it neodful ; some adrance 

One preciouB step beyond, and prove it sure. / 

A thousand argumenta swafm round my pen, 655 

From Hoaven, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 

By Nature, aa her oommon habit, wom ; 

So preasing ProTidence, a truth to teach, 

Which truth vatanght, all other trutha were vain. 
Thoa ! whofls all-providential eye suireys, 660 

Whoae hand directa, whose spirit fills and warma 

Creation, and holda empire far beyond ' 

Etemity'a Inhabitant august! 

Of two etnmities, amazing Lord ! ■* 

One paas'd, ere man*8 or angel's had begun ; 066 

Aid ! while I rescue from the foe's aasauH 

Thy glorioua immortality in man ; 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 

Of moment, infinite ! but reliah'd moat 

By those who love tbee most, who xaoi^ aA«t«t. ci^ 
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Of ükw üe graz isisusabue. so ■■m 
Spcaks vucocn : u ui or»; > npresK ; 
And bit vao b>:«c c< 
JLorexixo 1 to tä» amTvalir 

m 

And come back all ixaacral. »II dh 

L/^?k Xxn:;!« töroc^. li* rcTofaBioB all ; 

All chanfe. no ceam : dar toCovi nlfiit, and Uflft 

The djin^ dar : itars rise. and MC. and räe : 

Earth takes tiw' examplc. See. the Sommer gmjf M 

VTilh her ^reen cäapiec and ambrosial floweiSp 

DrooBS Lnto pollld AaCTunn : ^Vlnter grar, 

Horrid with fro<5S. aod turtiolent vith au»my 

Blows Autuzsn and his ffolden itwt» awaj, 

Then mclts iato the Spring : aofk Spring, iri& IcMlk 

Favonian. trom warm Chamber* of the aontlif 6B6 

Recals the first. AU. to redooriah, &dea : 

Aa in a wheel, all sinks to reaacend : 

Emblems of man, who pajaes. not expires. 

With thia minute distinction. emblema jcnt, fiOO 
Nature revolves. but man advances ; both 
Eternal : thai a circle, this a line : 
That gravitates. this aoars. The' aspiring sonl, 
Ardent and tremolons, like dame. aacenda, 
Zeal and homüity her winga, to HeaTen. 696 

The wcrld of matter, with its varioaa forma. 
All dies into new lue. Liib bom from Death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for eveir roll. 
No Single atom, once in being, lost, 
With change of connsel charges the Moet High. 700 

What hcnce infers Loienzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? and shaU spirit die ? 
Above the nobler shall less noble rise ? 
Shall man alone, for whom all eise reviyesy 
No resurrection kiiow ? shall man alone, TOS 

Imperial man ! be sown in harren ground, 
Less priviieged than grain on which he feeda t 
In man, in whom alone is power to prize 
The bliBf of being, or, with pie^voua ^ain, 
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Deplore its penod, by the spieen of Fate, 710 

Severely doom'd Deäth's Single anredeem*il ? 

If Mature's revolution speaks «lood 
In her i^ndation, faear her londer stüL 
Look Natiuo throngh, *tis neat gradotion all. 
By what lainntb dagrees her eoab aaceods i 715 

Each middle natare join'd at each extreme ; 
To that above it jokiHl, te that beneath. 
Parts into paits recipro'^^y shot, 
Abhor divorce. What love of union roignsi 
Hera dormant matter waits a call to lift ; 780 

Half-life, hatf-^ieath, join there : here lue and seMe, 
Tbere sense flx>m reason steals a glimmering ray ; 
Reason shiaet out in man. Bvt how presenred 
The chain unbroken npward, to the realms 
Of inoorporeal life ? those realms of bÜM, 705 

Where Death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half immortal ; earthy pari. 
And pari etJiereal : grant the sottl of man 
Etermd, or in man the series ends. 
Wide yawns the gap ; eonnejdon is no more ; 730 
Check 'd Reason faahs ; her nezt Step wants sappovt; 
Striving to climb, «he tumble« firom her sehemei 
A scheme Analogy pronounced so trae ; 
Analogy t man's surest guido below. 

Thüs far all Nature ealls on thy belief; 735 

And will Loren2o, careless of the oall, 
False attestatlon on all Nature Charge^ 
Rather than violate bis loague with Death ? - 
Renouace hie reäsoKi, rather than renounee 
The dual belored, and run the risk of Htaave» f 710 
O what indignity to d^athless souls ! 
What trea«on to the majesty of man ! 
Of man immortal ! hear the lofty style : 
' If 80 decreed) the* Ahnighty Will be done. 
Let earth diinolfe, yon ponderotts orbs desoeftC' 745 
And grind ns iwto dqot. The tonl is safe | 
The man emergee ; mcrants aboT« the wreok» 

11« 
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At towerin^r flame from Nature's fimeral pyra : 
O'er derutatioB, as a gamer, amilea ; 
Hb Charter his inviolable rights, TSO 

Well pleaaed to leam from Thimder*s impoteneef 
Death s foiiHem darta, and Hell's defeated itonnii.' 

Bat th»M chimeras touch not thee, LorenioJ 
The glories of the world thj MYenfold ahidd. 
Other amhition than of crowns in air, 756 

And euperlonary felicities, 
Thy boeom warma. I'll cool it, if I can ; 
And tum those glories that enohant, againit tlie«. 
What ties thee to this lifo proclaima the nexL 
If wiiL, the cause that woonda thee ie thy eure. 780 

Come, my Ambitious ! let us moont togethaii 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refuae !) 
And from the clouds, where Pride deligbts to dwaü, 
Lcok down on earth. — VHuL eeest thoa? wondrouf 

thinge! 
Terrestrial wonders, that eolipee the ekles. 766 

Wliat lengths of laboar*d lands ; what loadedaeaa ! 
Loaded by man forpleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seasy wiiüls, and planets, iiito serrice brooght, 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can the' eternal rocks his will withstand : 770 
What level'd mountains ! and what lifred vales ! 
0*er Tales and mountains sumptuous eitles swell. 
And gild our landscape with their glittering i|4rea. 
8ome mid the wondering waves majestio rise, 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their eharms. 775 
Far greater still ! (what cannot mortal might ?) 
See wide dominions rayish'd from the.deep ! 
The narrow*d deep with Indignation foanuu 
Or southward tum, to delicate and grand, 
The finer arts there ripen in the Sun. TfB 

How the tall temples, as to meet their goda, 
Ascend *he skies ! the proud triumphal aroh 
Shows US half heaven baneath it0 «mple bend. 
High thrpuirh mid air« here straams are tanght to flow 
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riveni there, laid by in basons, sleep. 785 

Ains turn oceans > there vast oceans join, 

h kingdoms channeFd deep from sliore to shorot 

uüged Creation takes its fiice from man. 

ly brave breast for formidable scenei, 

fiune and empire wait apon the aword f 790 

dl in blood ; hear naval thnnders riae ; 

ia*a volce ! that awea the world to peaoe. 

m enormoaa mole projecting breaka 

d<4May furioos waves i their roar amidat 

ika the Deity, and says» ' O Main ! 796 

ur, nor fiirther ; new restramts obey.' 

dUaembowel'd ! meitfured are the akiea ! 

re detected in their deep receaa ! 

Q widena! yanquish'd ^Vature yielda! 

(reta are extorted ! Art preTaila ! 800 

lonument of geniua, spirit, power ! 

low, Lorenzo ! raptored aft this acenoi 

gloriea render heaven superflaons ! say, 

footBteps these ? — Immortals have been here 

)88 than aouls immortal thia have done ? 806 

cover*d o'er with proofk of soula immortal, 

loft of Immortality forgot. 

itter tby grand foible, I confeia 

le Ambition'a works ; and these hre grr at : 

i, the least immortal sonls can do, 81C 

mds them all. — Bat what can these tranaeend ' 

c me what ?~-one sigh for the dlstresa'd. 

len for Infidels ? a deeper sigh. 

ral grandeur makes the mighty man ! 

tle they, who think aught great below ! 815 

ambitions Death defeats bnt one, 

et it erowns.-^Here cease we ; bot •rt-longy 

»werf ul proof shal! take the field agalMl tlMt, ' 

r than death, aad smiling at the tomb. 
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PART U. 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

COHTAININO THE 

irATURE,FBOOF, AND IMFORTAMOE OF UOfORTALmr 

PREFACE. 

As we are at war with the power, h were ik^D if we wwr 
at war with the mamiersof France. A hoid ofknnty is a Imf 
of guix A serious mind is the naüve soU of every TiilM^ 
aad the sing^le cbaracter that does tme bonour to imiBkmrl, 
The souPs immortality has been the favocarite theme with tht 
serious nf all agoS. Nor is it stränge, : it is a sobject by fir 
the most interesting and important that can enter the mind of 
man, Of highest moment this subject always was, and al- 
ways will be : yet this its highest moment seems to adnut of 
increase at this day ; a sort of occasional importance is supo- 
added to the natural w«%ht of it, if that opinion which is ad- 
v^mced in the Preface to the precediog Night be Jusu It is 
there supposed that all our Infldels (whatever scheme, for 
argoment's sake, and to keep themsehres in countenance, they 
petronize) are betrayed into their deplorable error by some 
doubt of their immortallty ät the bottom : aad the more 1 coih 
sider this point, the more I am persuaded of the tnith of that 
opinion. Though the distmst of a futurity is a stränge error, 
yet it j an error into which bad men may naturally be dis- 
tiessed ; for it is impossible to bid defiance to final ruin, with- 
out some refuge in imagination, some presumption of escape. 
Aod what presumption is there 1 there are but two in Natura ; 
but two within the compass of human thought ; and these are, 
— Thateither God will not or cannot pun:sh. Considering 
the divine attributes, the first is too gross to be digested by oiar 
strengest wishes ; and, since Omnipotence is as much a divlM 
attribute as HolineM, that €kxi cannot punish is as ubiiird a 
suppontidrii 88 the former. God certainly can punish, aa kmg; 
as wieked men exist. In nonezistence, therefbre, is their «üy 
rduge; and, ccmseqoently, nonexistence is their strongesi 
wish; and strong wishes have a stränge iofluence on oor 
opinions ; they bias the judgment in a manner almost incredi- 
ble. And since, on this member of their altematire there ara 
aomo very small appearances in their favour, and noiie at all 
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m the other, they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this 
dumera, to save themselves from the shock and horror of an 
mmediate and absolute despair. . 

On reviewing my subject, by the light which this argument, 
ind olhers of like tendency, threw iqxm it, 1 was more indined 
han ever to pursue it, as it appearcd to me to strike directly 
it the main root of all our infideiity. In the following pages 
1 18, accordingly, pnrsued at large, and some arguments fbr im- 
onrtality, new at least to me, are ventured on in them. There, 
lUo, the writer has made an attcmpt to set the gross absurdi- ■ 
ies and horrors dfanmhilation in a fuller and more affecting A: 
iew than is (I think) to be met with elsewhere. 

The gentlemen for whose sake this attempt was chiefly 
oade, profes» great admiration for the wisdom of heathen 
intiqaity : what pity it is they are not sincere ! If they were 
inoere, how would it mortify them to considerwith what Con- 
en^ and abhorrence their notions would have been received 
j those whom they so much admire. Wl\at degree of con- 
BBipt and abhorrence woukl fall to tbeir share, may be con- 
ictured by the following matter of'fiKt (in my opinion,) 
ztremely memorable. Of all their heathen worthieis, Socrates 
it is well known) was the most guarded, dispzusionate, and 
onoposed ; yet this great master of temper was angry, and 
Lgjry at bis last hour ; and angry with his friend ; and angry 
9r what deserved acknowledgment ; angry for a right and 
Bilder instance o^ trie (Hendship towards him. Is not this 
nrprising 1 what could be the catise 7 — ^The cause was for 
is hoDOur : It was a trulj' noble, though, perhaps, a too punc- 
ifioiis regard for Immortality : for his friend asking him, ^th 
och an afiectionate concern as became a friend, * Where he 
hould deposit his remains V it was resented by Socrates, as 
opiying a (tishonourable sopposition, that he could be so moaa 
s to hsve regard for any thing, even in himself, that was not 
oamortal. 

This fact, well considered, would make our infidels with- 
faraw their admiratiou from Socrates, or make them endea- 
'our, by their Imitation of his illustrious example, to share his 
^bry ; and consequently, it would incline them to peruse tha 
bllowing with candom* and impartiality : which is all I desire < 
ind that, for their sakes : for I am persuaded thatan'unprejo* 
liced infidel must, necessarily, rec«ive some advantageous 
mpressions from them. 
Jufy 1, 1744. 
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la the EKzth Nif ht, argumenta wen drawn ftom Natnre in pfoof 
of Immortality : here, othen aie drawn firom Blan ; from bk tth 
content j fre^ his panions and pow«n ; firom the fradnal fiowlli 
of reason ; from bis fear of death ; from the natnro fxf biqie, aa^ 
of virtue ; from knowledge and Jove, ai being the mott OMentia) 
INTopertiea of the soni*. from the order of creation; from the na- 
tnre of ambition, avarice, pleainre.r— A digreesion on tbe gxan 
denr of tbe passions.— Immortality alone renders onr preeaol 
Rtate intelligible. — An objoction from tbe Stoics* diebeUef of I» 
nortaOty aMwered.^-Bndle(w qnestiont unretolvable, bot on 
■nppoiitioa of onr immortality. — ^The natural, moat melaoehdli^ 
and pathetic complaint of a worthy man, nnder the perraaiioa 
of no futurity. — ^Tho groes absurdities and borrortof annihilatioB 
nrged home on Lorenzo.— Tbe soul^s vait importanoe; tnm 
whence it arises, &c — Tbe difficulty of being an Infidel; the fai- 
famy ; tbe cause ; and the oharacter of an infldd fltate. — ^What 
true free-thinking is ; the necessary punishment of the falfe.— 
Man*s ruin is from himself. — An Infidel accuaes bimself of gniH 
and hypocrisy, and that of the worst sort; bis Obligation! ta 
Christians : what danger he ineurs by virtue ; vice reeommendad 
to bim ; his high pretences to virtue and benevolonoe ezploded 
V The conclusion, on the natura offaith, reason, and hope; with 
an ajralogy for this attempt. 
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PART THE SECONP. 



HsATEV giyoB the needfal, but negleoted call. 

What day, what hour, bat knocks at human hearti, 

To wake the aool to sense of future scenea ? 

Deathfl stand, like Mercuries, in every waj, 

And kindly point us to our joumey's end. 6 

Pope, who couldflt make immortals ! art thon dead ? 

I giye thee joj ; nor will I take my leave, 

80 aoon to foÜow. Man but dives in deatb, 

DiTea firom the sun, in fairer day to rise } 

The grayp, hia cubterranean roaa to bliaa. 10 

Te8| infinite indiilgence plann'd it 00 ; 

Throagh vanous parte our glorious story run» ; 

Time givea the preface, endlos« ago unrolls 

The ychune (ne'er unroli'd) of human fate. 

This, efilh jand skies* already have proclaim*d. 15 
The world% a prophecy of worlds to come, 
Andwhoi what God foretels (who speaks in things 
Still louder than in words) shall dare deny f 
If Natore's argumenta appear too weak, 
Tum a new leof, and stronger read in man« 80 

If man aleeps on, untaught by what he sees, 
Can he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whoae blind thought futurity denies, 
UnconBcioa« bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, 
Hia own indictment ; he condemns hiniself s 35 

Who reads bis bosom, reads immortal life ; 
Or Natore there, imposing on her sons, 
Qas wxittMi fidiies : man was made a lie. 

* See Night the Sixth. 
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Why discnntent for ever harboiir'd tkere r 
Incurable consumption of our peace ! 9(1 

Resolve me why the cottager and kingi 
He whom sea-sever'd realms obey, and he 
Who Bteals his whole dominion from the waatdi 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw, 
Disquieted alike, draw sigh for sigh, 98» 

In fate so distant, in complaint so near ?■ 

Im it that things torrestrial can't content ? 
Deep in rieh pasture, will thj flocks complain ? 
Not 8o ; but to their master is denied 
To share their sweet serene. Man, ill at ease 4(^ 

In this, not his own place, this foreign field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain*d bis cravings to suffice, 
Poor in abundanee, famish'd at a feart, 
Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy'd. 45 
Is Heaven then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? , 

Not sc ; thy pasture richer, but remote ; 
In part remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleatfr from instinct, though, perhaps, debaaeh'd 
By sense, his reason sleeps, nor dreams the cauBe. 60 
The cause how obvious, when his reason wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in disguise, 
And discontent is immortality ! 

Shall sons of Eiher, shall the blood of Heaven, 
Set up their hopes Oii earth, and stable here, 85 

With brutal acquiescence in the mire ? 
Lorenzo ! no ; they shall be noblv pain'd : 
The glorious foreigners, distres8*d, shaU sigh 
On thrones, and thou congratulate the sigh. 
Man's misery declares him bom for bliss ; 50 

His anxious heart asserts the tnith I sing. 
And giires the sceptic in his head — the lie. 

Our hcads, our hearts, our paesions, and oor powvifi 
Speak the same.language ; call us to the skies : 
Unripen'd theso, in this inclement clime, 55 

Scarce rise above conjecture and mistake ; 
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And for this land of trifles those too strong 

Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life. 

What prlze on earth can pay us ibr the atorm? 

Meet objects for our paasions Heavon ordam*dy 70 . 

Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 

No fault but in defecu Bless'd Heaven ! avert 

A bounded ardour for unbouuded bliss ! 

O for a blisB unbounded ! fiir beneath 

A^ioul immortal is a mortal joy. TS 

Nor «re eor powers to perish immaiure ; 

Bot after feeble efibrt here, beneath 

A brighter Bun, and in ^ nobler soil, 

Transplanted from this sublunary bed, 

Shall flourieh &ir, and put forth all their blcom. 80 

Reason progressive, instinct is complete ; 
Swift Instinct leaps ; slow Reason feebly climbs 
Brutes soon their zenith reaoh; their little all 
Flows in at onee ; in oges they no more 
Coald know, ör do, or covet, or enjoy. 85 

Were man to live coeval with the Sun, 
TImp patriarch-pupil wonld b^ learning still, 
Tet, dying, leave his lesson half-unlearn*d. 
Men perish in adrance, as if the Sun 
Should set en noon, in eastem ocoans drown*d ; 90 
If fit, with dim, illustrious to oorapare, 
The Sun's meridian with the^soul of man, 
To man why, stepdame Nature ! so severe ? 
Why thrown aside thy masterpiece half-wrooght, 
While meaner efforts thy last luuid enjoy ? 95 

Or if, abortively, poor man must die, 
Nor reach what reach he might, why die in dread ? 
Why cursed with foresight ? wise to misery ? 
Why of his proud prerogatii^e the prey ? 
Why less preemiaent in rank than paia ? 100 

His immortality alone can teil ; 
Fall ample fund ta balanco all amiss, 
And turn the Scale iu^vour of the just ! 

His imniortiiity abne can solye 
12 
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That darkeit of enigmaa, human hope; lOS 

Of all the darkeati if at death wa die. 
Hopo, eager Hope, the* assaaain of our joy, 
AU preaent bleaaiiiga treading under fi>ot| 
la aearce a milder tyrant than Deapair. 
'I^^th HO paat toila contenti atill plamiing new« 110 
Hope toräa ua o*er to Death alone for eaae. 
Poeaeaaion, why more tasteleaa than pnnoit ? 
Why ia a wiah &i dearer than a crown ? 
That wiah accompllsh'd, why the gnvo of bliaa /•— 
Beoauae in the great futore boried deep, 115 

Beyond our plana of empire and renown, 
Liea all that man with ardoor ahould poraae ; 
And üe who made him bent him to the right. 

Man'a heart the' Almighty to the futore aeta, 
By Beeret and inviolable apringa ; ISO 

And makea hia hope hia aublunary joy. 
Man'a heart eata all thinga, and ia hnngry atill ; 
* More, more V the glutton criea : for aomething nmr 
So rages appetite ; if man can't mount. 
He will deacend. He atarves on the poaseaa'd ; 125 
Hence, the world'a master, from Ambition*8 apire, 
In Caprea plunged, and dived bencath the brüte. 
In that rank aty why wallow'd Empire'a aon 
Supreme ? — ^Becauae he could no higher fly : 
Hia riot was Ambition in despair. 191^ 

Old Roma consulted birda : Lorenzo ! thou 
Wlth more auöceaa the flight of Hope aur^ey, 
Of reatleaa Hope for «W on the wing. 
High perch'd o'er efwy thought that &lcon ait«, 
To fly at all that riaea m her aight : 135 

And neyar atooping, bot to mocnt again 
Next moment, ahe betraya her aim*a miatake. 
And owna her quarry lodged beyond the gniTe 
There ahould it fidl us, (it muat fail ua there^ 
If being falls) more mournful riddlea rise, 140 

And virtue yies with hope in myvtery. 
Why rirtue ? where its praise« its being, fled ? 
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Virtiie is true self^interest pursued ; 
What true wlfointereat of quite mortal man ? 
To dose with all that makes him happj here. 145 
If yice (aa sometimes) ia our friend on earlh, 
'Tfaen Tice ia virtue ; *ti8 our soverei^ good. 
In aelf^applaose ia virtne's golden prize ? 
No aelf applause attenda it on thy acheme 
Whence aelf-applauae ? from conacience of the right ; 
And what ia right, but means of happineaa ? 151 

No means of happiness when virtue yields ; 
rhat baaia fiüling fiilla the building too. 
And laja in ruin every virtuous joj. 

The rigid guardian of a blameless heart, 155 

6o long revered, so long reputed wiae, 
• (b weak, with rank knight-errantries o'errun. 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreama 
Of aelf-exposure, laudabl« and great ? 
Of gallant enterprise, and glorioua death ? 150 

Die fi>r thy country ? — ^thou romantic lool ! 
Beize, seize the plank thy seif, and let her aink. 
Thy country ! what to theo ? — ^the Godhead, what ! 
(I apeak' with awe !) though He ahould bid theo bleed ? 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope ia apilt ? 165 

Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow : 
Be deaf ; preeerre thy being ; disobey. 

Nor ia it diaobedience. Know, Lorenzo ! 
Whate*er the* Almighty*8 subsequent command, 
Hia first command ia this :— ' Man, love thyaelf.* 170 
In thia alone free agenta are tti^ i^ee. 
Eziatence is the baaia, bliaa Üifrffize ; 
If yirtue ooata ezistence, *ti8 a crime ; 
Bold violation of our law aupreme ; 
Black auicide ; though nations, which oonauh 175 
Their gain at thy expense, resound appiaüae. 

Bince Virtue*a recompense is doubtful here^^ 
If man dies wholly ; well may we demand 
Why ia man sufier'd to be good, in vain ? 
Why to be good in yaiu, ia man enjoin'd ? 180 
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Why to be good in min. is man betray^d ? 

Betray'd by traitors lodged in bis own breast, 

By swoet oomplacencies from virtne feit f 

Why whispers Nature lies on Virtue'i pait ? 

Or if blind Instinct (which assumea the name 186 

Of sacred Conaeience) plays the fool in maii| 

Why Reason made accomplice in the cheat ? 

Why are the wisest loudest in her praise ? 

Oan man by Reason'ff beam be led attray ? 

Or, at h\b peril, imitate his God ? 190 

Since virtue sometimes ruins Uf on earth^ 

Or both are true, or man snrviTes the ^aye. 

Or man snrviveg the grave ; or owii| LorenzOy 
Thy boast supreme a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy Bpirit, cowards are thy scorn : 196 

Grant man immortal) and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, ratioi^aUy brave, 
Darcs rush on death — ^because he cannot die ! . 
But if man loses all when life is lost, 
He lives a coward, or a fool ezpires. 900 

A daring Infidel (and such there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or puro beroical defect of thought) 
Of all earth's madmen most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we foUow the renown*d 805 

For valour, virtue, science, all we love, 
And all we praise ; for worth, whose no(mtide beaaUi 
Enabling us to think in higher style, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers ; 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 310 

Goes out in stench, and rottenness the close ? 
Why was he wise to know, and warm to prais«, 
And strenuous to transcribe, in human life, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be that Fate, 
Just when the lineaments began to shine, 815 

And dawn the Dcity, should snatch the draoght, 
With night etemal blot it out, and give 
The skies alarm, lest angels too might die ? 
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If human souls why not an^relio too, 
Exünguish'd ; and a soUtarj God, 220 

O'er ghastly ruin frowning from bis throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in many 
The nezt lose man for ever in the dust ? 
From dust we disengage, or man mistakes > 
And there, where least his judgment fears a flaw. 225 
Wisdom and worth how boldly he commends ! 
Wisdom and worth are sacred names ; reyered 
Where not embraeed ; applauded ! deified ! 
Why not compassion'd too ? if spirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflicted both 230 

To make us but more wretched. Wisdom's eye 
Acute, for what ? to spy more miseries ; 
And woi^, so recompensed, new points their stingi. 
Or man snrmounts the grave, or gain is loss, 
And worth ezalted humbles us the more. 235 

Thou wilt not patronize a scheme that makee 
Weakness and vice the refiige of mankind. 

' Has Virtue, then, no joys ?' — Tes, joys dear bougbt 
Talk ne'er 00 long in this imperfect State, 
Virtue and vice are at eternai war. 240 

Virtue's a combat ; and who fights for nought, 
Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
Who Virtue's self-reward so loud resound, 
WquM take degrees angelic here below, 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray, 245 

By feeble motives and unfaithful guaids. 
Tho crown, the' unfading crown, her soul inspiree; 
'Tis that and that alone can countervail 
The body's treacheries and the world*8 assaults. 
On earth's poor pay cur famish'd virtue dies ; 259 
Tmth incontestable ! in spite of all 
A Bayle has preach'd, 6t a Voltaire believed. 

In man the more we dive, the more we see 
Heaven*s signet stamping an immortal make. 
Dive to the böttom of his soul, the base 255 

SusUiiiing all, what find we ^ knowledge, love ! 

12» 
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As light and heat, essential to the San, 

These to the soul : and why, if sools «zpire ? 

fiow little loyely here ? how little known ? 

Small knowledge we dig np whh endless toll. 

And love unfeign'd maj purchase perfect hate. 

Wby starved, on earth, our angel appetites ; 

While brutal are indnlged their folsome fill ' 

Were then eapacities divine conferr*d, 

As a mock diadem, in sayage sport, 

Rank Insult of our pompons povert/i 

Which reaps but pain from seeming cloims so fiiir ? 

In fnture age lies no redress ? and shuts 

Etemity the door on oor complaint ? 

If so, for what stränge ends werie mortals made . S90 

The worst to wallow, and the best to weep ; 

The man who iMrits most must most complain 

Can we conceite a disregard in Heaven, 
What the worst perpetrate, or best endure ? 

This oannot be. To love and know, in man fi75 
Is boundleas appetite and boundless power. 
And thcse demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, powers, appetites, Heaven suits in all, 
Nor, Nature through, e'er violates this sweet 
Etemal concord on her tunefiil string. 980 

Is man the sole exception. from her laws ? 
Eternit j Struck off from human hope, 
(I speak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monster, the reproach of Hcaven, 
A stain, a dark impenetrablo cloud 985 

On Nature's beauteous aspect, and deforms, 
(Amazing biot !) deforms her with her lord. 
If such is man*s allotment, what is Heaven f 
Or own the soul immortal, or blaspheme. 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 990 

All Order. Go, mock majesty ! go, man 
And bow to thy super iors of the stall, 
Through every scene of sense superior far 
They graie the turf untiird, they drink tf;e 
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Uiibrew*d| and ever fuU, and unimbitter'd S95 

With donbtii fears, froitless hopes, regretSi despairi, 
Mankmd*B peculiar ! Rdason's precioiu dower ! 
No foreign clim^ thej raBsack for their robeii 
Nor brotheni che to the litigious bar ; 
Their good is good entire/unmiz'd, unmarr*d ; 300 
They find a paradisein every held, 
Oa bonghs forbidden wbere no curses hang * 
Their ill no more than strikes the senee, unstretch'd 
By previouB dread, or murmur in the rear : 
Whcn tiie worst comes, it coines unfear'd ; one itroke 
Begins and ends their woe : they die bat once ; 306 
Bless'd, incommunicablo privilege ! for wbich 
Proad man, who ralos the globe and reads the stars, 
Philoeopher or hero, slghs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in briilM. 310 

No day, no glimpse of day, to eolvo tnrknot, 
But wliat beams on it from Etemity. 
O solo and gweet Solution i that unties 
The difficult, and soflens the severe ; 
The cloud on Natureis böauteous face dispels ; 315 
Restores bright order ; casts the brüte beneath. 
And rcinthrones us in supremcicy 
Of joy, e'en here. Admit immortal life, 
And virtue is knighi-errantry no-more ; 
Each virtue brings ih kand a golden dower, 390 

Far richer in revorsion : Hope eruits, 
And though much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Precominates, and gives tlie taste of Heaven. 
O where&re is the Deity so kind ? 
Astonbhing beyond astonishment ! 385 

Heaven our reward — ^fbr heaven enjoy*d below. 

Still unsubdued tfay stubborn heart ? — for thero 
The traitor lurks who doubts the truth I sing * 
Reason i» goiltless ; WiU alone rebeis.— 
What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find 330 

New, unexpected witnesses against tliee ? 
AmbiftioD) Pleasnre, and the Love of Gaii^' 



I 
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Canst thou saspect that these, which make tbe toiil 
The ilave of earth, should own her heir of Heaven f 
Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 
Our immortality should proye it sure ? 

First, then, Ambition summon to the bar. 
Ambition's shame, extravagance, disgost, 
And ineztinguishable nature, speak : 
Bach much deposes ; hear them in their tum. 

The soul, how passionately fond of iame ! 
How anxious thit fond passion to conceal ! 
We blushi detected in designs <m praiae, 
Though for best deeds, and from the best of men ; 
And why ? because immorta). Art divine 34$ 

Ilas made the body tutor to the soul ; 
Heaven kindly gives our blood a moral flow, 
Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 
Which stoops to court a character from man ; SMI 
While o'er us, in tremendous judgment, alt 
Far mors thaii man, with ondless praise and blame. 

Ambition's boundless appetite outspeaks 
The verdict of its shame. When souls take fire 
At high presumptions of thoir own desert, 3S5 

One age is poor applause : the mighty shouty 
The thunder by the living few begun, 
Late Time must echo, worlds unborn resound. 
We wish our names etemally to live ; 
Wild dreom ! which ne'er had haunted human thooght, 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 361 

Instinct points out an interest in hereafler, 
Bat our blind reason sees not where it lies. 
Or, seeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Famo is the shade of Immortality, 366 

And in itself a shadow ; soon as caught 
Contemn'd, it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 
Consult the' ambitious, 'tis Ambition's eure 
* And is this all ?' cried CoBsar, at his hoight, 
Disgusted. This third proof Ambition bring» 376 
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noortalUy. Tbe fint in fame, 

?e him nMur, your envy will abate : 

od at thA diflproportion vast between 

«asion and the purchaie, he will sigh 

sh ■acceas, and blnsh at bis renown« . 375 

rhy ? becauae far lieber prize invitee 

sart *y far more illnstrious glory caSs ; 

• in whisper«, yet the deafest hear. 

1 can Anü>ition a fourth proof supply ? 

i cnd itronger than the former three ', 38C 

nite o'erlook'd by somo reputed wise. 

I^h diaappointments in ambition pain, 

hoogh succeaa diaguat«, yet still, Lorenzo 

n we ttriye to plack it from our heartSi 

iture planted for the noblost ends. 385 

ü the famed advice to Pyrrhus glYen, 

praiaed than ponder'd ; specious, but unsoond : 

ir that hero^s sword the world had queU*d| 

reaaon bis ambition. Man must soar ', 

»stinate activity within, 390 

auppreasive spring, will tosa him up 

te of Fortane'a load. Not klnga alone» 

villager has bis ambition too : 

Itan prouder than hia fetter*d alaye. 

8 build their little Babylons of straw, 395 

the proud Assyrian in their hearts, 

;ry, — * Behold the wonders of my might !* 

i^hy ? beeause immortal as their lord ; 

iools immortal must for ever heave 

metbing great ; the glitter or the gold ; 400 

»raise of mortals^ or the praise of Heaven ! 

r abaolutely yain ia human praise, 

I human is supported by divtne. 

troduce Lorenzo to himself ; 

ure and Pride (bad masters !) share our hearta. 105 

ve of pleasure is ordain'd to guard 

!eed our bodics, and oxtend our race ; 

iove of praise is pbxnted to proteet 
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And ^pagate — ^the glories of the mind ! 

What isit, but the love ofpraiseyinspires, 410 

Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts, 
£arth*8 haMfaieHi ? from that the delicate, 
The gTtayi/ll^ marvellous, of oitU lifo, 
Want and odnTenience, nnder-worken, lay 
The basis on which love of glory bnilda. 415 

Nor is ihy life, O Virtue ! less in dpbt 
To praiBe, thy secret stimulating friend. 
Were men not proud, what merit shoald we mia 
Pride made the virtuos of the Pagan World. 
Praise is the salt that seasons right to man, 4S0 

And whetshis appetite for moralgood. 
Thirst of applaase is Virtae*s second guard, 
Reason her first ; bat Reason wants an üd ; 
Our private Reason is a flatterer ; 
Thirst of applause palls public judgment in 486 

To poise our own, to keep an even scale. 
And give endanger'd Virtue fairer play. 
Here a fiflh proof arises, strenger still. 
Why this so nice construction of our hearts ? 
These delicate moralities ofsense^ 430 

This constitutional reserve of aid 
To succour Virtue when our Reason faüa ; 
If Virtue, kept alive by care and teil, 
And oft the mark of injuries on earth, 
When labour'd to maturity (its bill 435 

Of disciplines and pains unpaid) must die ? 
Vfhj freighted rieh to dash against a rock ? 
Were man to p srish when most fit to live, 
O how mispent were all these stratagemSi 
By skill divine inwoven in our frame ! 440 

Where are Heaven's holiness and mercy fled ? 
Laoghs Heaven, at once, at virtue and at man ? 
If not, why that discouraged, this destroy*d .^-^ 

Thus far Ambition : what snys Avarice ? 
This her ohief majtim, which has long been thine : 445 
■ The wise and wealthy are the same *-^l grast it« 
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«re up treasore with incessant toil, 
ii man'B provinoe, this bis highest praise : 
lii great end kßen Instinct stiiigs bim on : 
ude tbat instinct, Reason ! is tby Charge ; 450 
iiine to teil us wbere true treaaure Ufi * . 
ieason, failing to diMsbargo ber trqg^ .. 
• the deaf discharging it in vain, 
iidar fbllowfl ; and blind Indugtry, 
i by tbe spuri bot stranger to tbe coorse, 455 
coorae wbere ttakes of more tban gold are won) 
»Ading witb the cares of distant age 
aded spirita of the preaent hour, 
dea for an eteinitj ut;iow. 
\kovL sbalt not covet/ i» a wiae command, 460 
ounded to tbe wealtb tbe Sun auryeys. 
&rtbery tbe command Stands quite reversed, 
Lvarice is a virtae most divino. 
ith a refuge for our happiness ?-^ 
rare ; and is it not for reason too ? 465 

ng this World unriddles but tbe nezt. 
ice ineztiiiguishable tbirst of gain ? 
ineztinguisbable life in man : 
if not meant, bj worth, to reacb tbe skies, 
Fanted wing to üj so far in gailt. 470 

grrapesy I grant, ambition, avarice ; 
ill their root is immortality : 
I its wild growths, so bitter and so base, 
and reproach !) religion can reclaim. 
), exalty tbrow down their poisonous lee, 475 
nake them sparkle in tbe bowl of bliss. 
, the tbird witness laughs at bliss remote, 
üaely promises an Eden here : 
alle sball speak for once, thongb prone to lio, 
imon cheat, and Pleasure is ber name. 480 

Basare never was Lorenzo deaf; 
bear ber now, now first thy real friend. 
se Nature made us not more fond tban proud 
ppiaess, (wbence hypocrites in joy ! 
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Maken of mirtii ! artifieers of Riiiles !) 485 

Whj ahould tbe jor most poi^ant aeiiae eflbrda 

Bani OS with Moshes, and reboka onr prid« •*— 

Thoae heaTcn-bom blashes teil ns man deacaod^ 

E*an in the acnilh of hls eaftUy blia : 

Soould Ra—oa take ber mfidel repoae, 4M 

This honest instinct speaks onr lineaire lägh j 

Thia inrtlnct call« on darkneaa to conceal 

Onr raptuions rclation to tli*: italk. 

Onr glory coren na with noUe ahame, 

And he that's unconfbimded is nnniann*d. 499 

The man that bluahea ia not qiiite a hmte. 

Thua fax with thee, Iiorenao* will I dose^ — 

Pleasore ia good. aml man for pleasore mad« ; 

But pleasure, fall of gloiy aa (rfjoy ; 

Pleasure, which neither Unahea nor azpiroa. 500 

T^ie witncsses are heard, the oanae ia o*»r ; 
Lei Conscience file th« aentence in her eoort t 
Dearer than deeds tnat half a realm coiiTay , 
Thua, aealM by Truth, the* authentio rteoffd mm. 

' Know all ; know, In6del6, — unapt to know ! 806 
Tis immortalitj yoor natore aolvea ; 
*Tia immortality dccipbers man. 
And opens all the mysteriös of bis make * 
Witbout it, half bis instincta are a riddlo , 
Witboot it, all bis Tirtaes are a drcam : 610 

His very crimes attest his dignity ; 
His sateleas thirst of pleasore, gold, and fiune, 
Declares bim bom for blessings infinite. 
Wbat less than infinite makes unabsord 
Passions, which all on eartb but more inflamea ' 61b 
Fierce passions, so mismeasored to tbi« acene, 
Stretch*d oot, like eagles' wings, beyond onr 
Far, fiir beyond tho worth of aÜ below, 
For eartb too large, presage a nobler flight. 
And evidence our title to the skiea.' 

Ye ^3ntle theologues of calmer kind ! 
Whoso Constitution diotates to yo" r ;ien, 
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WhO| cold youraelves, think ardour comes from Bell * 
Think not our passions from corruption flpntni;, 
Thouf h to corruption now they lend their wings : 6S5 
That ii their mistrsHy Bot their mother. AU 
(And jiutly) Reason deam divine : I see, 
I feel a grändeur in the pawions too, 
Which i^akf their high descent and glorioue end ; 
Which ipeaks them rays of an etemal fire : 530 

In Paradiie itaelf thty burn*d as dtrong, 
Ere Adam feil ; thongh wiser in their aim. 
Liike the proad Eastem, Struck by Providence, 
What though our passioni are run mad, and ftoop, 
With low terrestrial appetite, to graze 535 

On trashi on toys, dethroned from high desire ? 
Tet etilli through their dtfgrace, a feeble ray 
Of greatnem ahines, apd teile ns whence they feil : 
Bat theie (like th^iUlen monarch when reclaim'd) 
When Reaaon mp^rates the reign aright, 540 

8hall reaseend^^tnount their fbrmer sphere, 
Where oneeiiMy loar'd iüuetrious, ere seduced, 
By wantoF^Y*'* debauch, to stroll on earth. 
And Mf the eablnnary world on fire. 

Bot grant their frenzy laste ; their frenzy fails 545 
To disappoint one providential end, 
For which Heaven blew up ardour in our hearts 
Were Reason silent, boundless Passion speaks 
A fbtare aeeiM of boundless objects too, 
And bringe ^lad tidings of eternal day . 560 

Etemal day ! tis that enlightens all ; 
And all, by that enlighten*d, proves it sure. 
Conaidef man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible an, and all is great ; 
A cryalaffiBe transparency prerails, 555 

And ■(rikes fall lastre through the human sphere : 
Con^er man as mortal, all is dark 
And wretohed ; Reason woeps at the survey. 

The leam'd Lorenzo ories, * And let her weep ; 
Waak modern Reaaon : ancient times were wise. 5C0 
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Autkority, that venoimble gnide^ 

Stands on my pari ; the famed Athenlan Porch 

(And who for wisdom so renown'd as tliej ?} 

Deniod this immortality to m^p.' 

I grrant it ; but affirm, they proTed it too. 566 

' A riddle this f* — Have patienoe ; I'll ezplain. 

Whttt noble vanities, what moral fiights, 
Qliitering tbrough their romantic Wisdom*8 pag«, 
Make US, at once, despise them and admire ! 
Fable is flat to these high-8eason*d sires ; 570 

They leave the' extravagance of song beiow. 
' Flesh shall not feel, or, feelingi shall enjoy 
The dagger or the rack ; to them, alike 
A bed of roses, or the burning bull.' 
In men ezploding all beyond the grave, 575 

Strange docirlne this ! as doctrino it was strangOi 
But not as prophecy ; for such il proved, 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfilled : 
They feign'd a firmness Christians n(>ed not feign. 
The Christian truly triumph'd in the figxne ; 5ä0 

The Sioic saw, in double wonder lost, 
Wonder at iliem, and wonder at himself, 
To find the boli adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that ho stroiro to lie in vain. 

Whence, then, those thoughts ? those towering 
thoughts, that flow 565 

Such monstr ous heights ? — From instiuct andfrompride. 
The glorious instiuct of a deathless soul. 
Confusedly conscious of her dignity, 
)b'jggested truths they could not understand. 
In Lust's dominion, and in Passion's stonui 5S0 

Truth's System brolren, scatter'd firagments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimmering through the gloom * 
Smit ¥dth the pomp of lofty sentiments, 
Ploased Pride proclaim'd what Reason disbelievod. 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swell, 505 
Raved nonsense, destined to be future sense, 
MThon Ufe immortal, in füll day should sbin« ; 
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And Deat&*8 dark «hadows üy tho goipel-iuiu 
They spoke what nothingr but immortal soak 
CouM speak : and thos the truth they queftion'd 
proved. 600 

* Can, then, abtnirdities, as well as crimes, 
Speak man immortal ?' AU things speak him fo. 
Much haa been urged ; and dost thou call for uiore ? 
Call, and with endless qnestions be distreM^d, 
All unresolTsble, if earth is all. 605 

' Whjr life, a moment ? infinite, desire ? 
Our wish, etemity ? onr home, the grave ? 
Heaven's promise dormant lies in human hope ; 
Who wlshes life immortal pro?e8 it too. 
Why happincss pursued, though never fonnd ! 610 
Man*s thirst of happiness doclares it is 
(For Nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
That thirst unqnench'd, declares It is not höre. 
My Lücia, thy Clarissa, call to thought ; 
Why cordial fr^endship rivetod so deep, 61(» 

As heirts to pierce at first, at parting rend, 
If friend and friendship vanish in an hour? 
Is not this torment in the mask ofjoy i 
Why by rcflection marr'd the joys of sense ? 
Why past and future preying on our hearts, 680 

And putting all our present joys to death ? 
Why labours ReMon ? Instinct were as well ', 
Imrtinct ült better : what can choose can err. 
O how infalUble the thoughtless brüte ! 
*Twere w^ his Holiness were half as sure. 6S5 

Roason with Inclination why at war ' 
Why sense of guilt ? w^y conscience ap inarmi ? 

Cohscience of guilt is prophecy of pain« 
And bosom-coünsel to decline tho blow. 
Reason with Inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 630 

If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Thus on— thesc, and a thousand pleas uncall'd, 
All promise, some insure, a second scene ; 
Which, were it donbtfiil, would be dearer far 
Tban all ihluxu eise niof t certain *. iireTe il tei^M) ^^ 
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What tnxth on earth so precious aa tbe lie ? 

This World it gives us, let what wiU ensue ', 

This World it gives in that high cordial, hope ; 

The future of the present is the soiil. 

How this life groans, when sever'd from the nezt ! 610 

Poor mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 

By dark distrust his being cut in two» 

In both parts perishea ; life void of joy, 

Sad prelude of etcrnity in pain ! 

Couldst thou persuade me the next lifecoaU fkil 645 
Our ardent wishes, how should I pour out 
My bleeding heart in angoish, new as deep ! 
Oh ! with what thoughts thy hope, and niy dei^Mir 
Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blasts the souli 
And Wide eztends the boonds of human woe ! 660 

Could I bolieve Lorenzo's System true. 
In this black Channel would myravings itin :•— 

* Grief from the future borrow'd peace, erewhik. 
The future vanish'd ! and the present pain'd ? 
Strange import of unprecedented UI ! C6& 

Fall how profound ! like Lucifer^s the fall ! 
Unequal fate ! his fall, without his guilt ! 
From where fond Hope built her pavilion high, ' 
The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurPd at once 
To night ! to nothing ! darker still than night ! 660 
If 'twas a dream, why wake me my worst foe, 
Loronzo ! boastful of the name of friend ! 
O fcr delusion ! O for error still ! 
Could vengeance strike much strenger thaa to plant 
A thinking being in a world like this, 666 

Not over rieh before, now boggar'd quite, 
More cursed than at the fall ! — The Sun ^oe« out ! 
The thorns shoot up ! what tliorns in every thought ! 
Why senso of better ? it imbitters worae. 
Why sense ? why life ? if but to sigh, then sink 670 
To what I was ! twice nothing ! and much woe ! 
Woe from Heaven's bounties ! woe from what was wont 
To flatter most, high intollectuai powers. 
Thought, virtuo, kiio\v\edge \ bleaün^a^by thy ■chMMi 
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All poison'd into pdas. First, knowledge, onee 675 
My soul's ambiticm, now her greatest dread. 
To know mjself, true wisdom ? — No, to-shim 
That shocking science, parent of i>e8pair ! 
Avert thy inirror ; if I see, I dio. 

< Know my Creator ? climb hin bless'd abode 060 
By painful speculation, piurce the yail| 
Dive in liit paiurei read bis attributes, 
And gawl^admiratiön— ^>n a foe, 
Obtruding Ufe, witliholding happiness ! 
From the füll rivers that Surround bis throne, . 685 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; 
Man gasping for one drop, that he might ceasa 
To curse bis birthi nor envy reptlles moro ! 
Yo sable clouds ! ye darkest shades of night ! 
Hide him, for e«rer hide hiin, from my thought, 690 
Onco all my comfort, source and soul of joy ! 
Now leagued with furies, and with thoe,* against^me. 

* Know bis achieTements ? study his renowii ? 
Contemplate this amazing Universe, 

Dropp*d from his band with miracles repleto ! 09S 
For what ? mid miracles of nobler name, 
To find one miraele of misery ? 
To find tho being, which alone ean know 
And praise liis works, a bleraish on his praise ! 
Through Nature's ample ränge, in thought to stroll. 
And Start at man, the single moumer there, 701 

Creathing high hope ! chatn'd down to pangs and death! 

* Knowing is suffering : and shall Virtue share 
Tlio sigh of Knowledge ? — Virtue shares the sigh 

By straining up the steep of ei(cellent, 705 

By battles fought, and from temptation won, 

What gains she but the pang of seeing worth, 

Angehe worth, soon shuffled in the dark 

With every vice, and swept to bnital dust ? 

Merit is madness, virtue is a crime, 710 

A crime to reaaon, ifit costs US pain 

. • Lorcnzo. 
11» 
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l7ii|Nud : what pain, amidst « thouiaiid more» 

To think tbe inost abandon'd, afler days 

Of trinmph o'or their botter«, find in dealh 

Ai soft a pillow, nor make fooler olay ! /M 

< Duty ! religio n ! — these, our daty done^ 
Imply reward. Religion is mistake. 
Duty ! — thero's none, but to repel the oheat. 
Ye oheati ! away : ye daughtora of my prida, 
Wbo feign yourselvos the favourites of the duea^ 790 
Ye towering hopcs ! abortive energiea ! 
That to8s and stroggle in my lying breaat, 
To Scale the skies, and build presomptiona tber«. 
Ab I were hoir of an eternity. 

Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 791 

Why travel fiir in quest of sure defeat ? 
Aa bounded aa my being be my wish. 
All ia inverted, Wisdum is a fool. 
Seme ! take the rein ; blind Passion ! drive na on ; 
And, Ignorance ! befriend us on our way ; 731 

Yo new, but trucst patrons of our peace ! 
Yes, give the pulse füll empire ; live the brutei 
Since as the brüte we die : the sum of man, 
Of godlike man ! to revel and to rot. 

* But not on equal terms with other brutes ; 73& 

llieir revels a more poignant relish yield, 
And safer too ; they never poisons choose. 
Instinct than Reason makes more wholesome mealsy 
And sends all-marring Murmur far away. 
For sensual life they best philosophize, 740 

Theira that serene the sages sought in vain : 
Tis man alone ezpostulates with Heaven ; 
His all the power and all the cause to mouro. 
Shall human eyes alone dissolve in tears ? 
And bleed in angulsh none but human hearts t 70 
The wide-stretch'd rcalm of intellectuid woa, 
Siirpassing sensual far, is all our own. 
In life so &tally distinguish'd, why 
Gast in one lot, confounded, lump'd in death ? 
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' Ere yet in beingi was mankind in guilt ? 750 

IPVfay thunder'dtbis pcculiar clause against us, 
** AU-mortal. and all-wretckod !" — Have the akies 
Roasons of State thoir subjocts may nut scan, 
Nor liumbly reason whon they sorcly sigb r — 
" All-mortal and all-wretched !" — 'Tis too mach, 755 
Unparallerd in Nature : 'tis too mucb| 
On being uorequested at thy hands, 
OinnipotcDt ! for I see nought but power. 

* And why see tliat ? why thought ! To toil and eat, 
Tlien make our bed in darkness, needs no thought. 7G0 
What superfluities are reason ing souIs ! 
Oh ! give eternity, or thought destroy. 
Bat without thought our curso were half unfelt ; 
Its blunted edge would spare the throbbing haart, 
And therefore 'tis bestow'd. I thonk thee, Reaeon ! 
For aiding Life's too small calamities, 766 

And giving being to the dread of death. 
Such are thy bounties ! — Was it then too mach 
For me to trcspass on tho brutal rights ? 
Too much for Hcaven to njake one emmet more ? 770 
Too mach for Chaos to permit my mass 
A longer stay with essences unwrought, 
Unfiishion'dy ojitormented into man ? 
Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! 
Wretched capacity of frenzy , thought ! 775 

Wratched capacity of dying, lifo ! 
Life, Thought, Worth, Wisdom, all (O foul revolt ') 
Once friends to peace gone over to tho foe. 

< Death, then*, has chauged its naturo too. O Death ! 
Come to my bosom, thou best gift of Heaven ! 780 
Best firiend of man ! since man is man no moi'e. 
Why in this thomy wildcrness so long, 
Since there 's no promised land's ambrosial bower, 
To pay me with its honey for my stings ? 
Ifneedful to the selfish schemes of Heaven 786 

To iting US sore, why mock^d our misery ? 
Why this so sumptuous insult o'er our heads ? 
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Why thifl illustrious caaopy di8play*d ? 

Why 90 magnificently lodged, Despatr ? 

At Btated periods, sure-returning, roll 790 

These glorious orbs, that mortale may compnte 

Their length öf labours and of pains, nor lose 

Their misory't füll measure ? — Sniiles with flowon 

And firuits, promiscuous, ever teeming earth, 

Thal man may languish in luxarioos sceneii 79S 

And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 

Claim earth and skies man*t admiration, düe 

For such delightJ ? bless'd aniroals ! too wiie 

To wonder, and too happy to coraplain ! 

' Our doom decreed dcmands a mournful scene : 80C 
Why not a dungeon dark for the condemn*d 
Why not the dragom'a «lubterranean di 
Tor man to how' liy not lis abo«. 

.)f the samc dismal colour with his fate ? 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expen^e 80b 

Of timo, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adders 
As congruous as for man this lofly dorne, 
Which prompte proud thought,and kindles high desire 
If, from her humblo Chamber in tlio dust, 
While proud thought swells, and high desire inflamet 
The poor worm calls us for her inmaies there, 811 
And round us Death's inexorable hand 
Draws the dark curtain close, undrawn no more. 

' Undrawn uo more ! — ^behind the cloud ^f dcath, 
Once, I beheld a sun ; a sun which gilt 81b 

That sable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold. 
How the grave*s alter'd ! fathomless as hell ! 
A real hell to those who dream'd of Heaven. 
Annihilation ! how it yawns before me ; 
Next moment I may drop from thought, from sense, 
The privilege of angels and of worms, QU 

An outcast from existence ! and this spirit, 
This all-pervadlng, this all-conscious sonli 
This particle of energy divine, 
Which travels Nature, Üies from star to star, 
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And ^sits goisfwad emulate« their powen,, 

For ever ia extingniih'd. Horror ! deiih ! 

Daath ofthat iloath I fearless once uuivej'd !— 

When horror tiniversal «hall descend, 

And Heavan's dark concave um all hunum raoe 630 

On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 

How just this yerae ; this monumental sigh !'— 

* Beneath the lumber of demolifh'd worlds, 

Deep in the rubbish of the general wT9ok, 

Swopt ignominious to the common mass 8S5 

Of matter, never di^fied with life, 

Here lie proud rationaU ; the sons of Heaven ! 

The lords of Barth !'the property of worma ! 

Beings of yesterday, and no to-morrow ! 

Who lived in terror, and in pangs expired ! 840 

AU gone to rot in chaoe, or to make 

Their happy transit into blocks or brutes, 

Nor longer suUy their Creator's name.** 

Lorenzo ! hear, paluse, ponder, and pronouno^ 
Just is this history ? if such is man, 845 

Mankind's historian, though dirine, might weep « 
And darss Lorenzo smile ?-*-! know thee proud ' 
For once let luride befriend thee : Pride looks pal« 
At such a scene, and sighs for eomething more. 
Amid thy boajrts, presumptions, and displays, 850 

And art thou then a shadow ? leßs than shiide ^ 
j^ Hothing ? less than nothing ? To have been, 
0md not to be, is lower than unborn. 
Art thou ambitious ? wby then make the worm 
Thine equal ? — Runs thy taste of pleasure high ? 855 
Why patronize sure death of every joy ?-— 
Charm riohes ? why ehoose beggary in the grave, 
Of every hope a bankrupt l and for ever ? — 
Ambition, Pleasure, Avarice persuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 880 
They lately proved,* thy soul's supreme desire ! 

What art thou made of ? lather, how unmade ? 
• In the Sbcth Night. 
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Great Naturo's master-appetite d0ibroy*4t ■■ 

Ja endless lifo and happiness dospind ? 

Or both vrish'd here, where neither cmn be fomid. 865 

Such Dianas perverse eternal war with Heayea ! 

Darest thou pemist ? and is there nought on earth 

But a long train of transitory fomifiy 

Rising and breaking mtlUons in an honr ? 

Babbles of a fantastic deity , blown up 870 

In Bport, and then in cruoHy dostroy'd ? 

Oh ! for what crime, unmcrciful Lorenzo ! 

Destroys thy scheme tho whole of hunum: raca ? 

Kind is feil Lucifer compared to thee. 

Oh ! spare tliis waste of being half divine, 

And vindicato the' economy of Heaven. 

Heaven is all lovo ; all joy in giving joy ; 
It never had created but to bless ; 
And shall it then strike off the list of Ufe 
A being bless*d, or worthy so to bo ? 
Heaven Starts at an annihilating God. 
Is that, all Nature Starts at, thy desire ? 
Art such a clod to wish thyself all clay ? 
What is that dreadful wish ? — the dying groan 
Of Nature, murder'd by tho blankest guilt. 
What deadly poison has thy nature driuik f 
To Nature undebauch'd, no shock so great. 
Nature's first wisli is endless happiness ; 
Annihilation is an aflcrihought, 
A monstrous wish, unborn tili Virtue dies, 8^1 

And, oh ! what depth of horror lies enclosod * 
For noncxistence no man ever wish*d, 
But first he wish'd the Dcity dcstroy*d. 

If so : wliat words are darX enough to draw 
Thy picturc true ' the darkest are too fair. 896 

Bcncath what balcful planet, in what hoar 
Cr f dcsporation, by what fury's nid. 
In what infernal posturo of the soul, 
All hell invitcd, and all hell in joy 
At such a birth, a birtli so noar of kin^ OÜO 
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ky fm4 SfMftmhiflp so Mick a Bchem« 

pes a3»oicäiJ^45i|iBtilties half-blown, 

ieities beftifa, raduced to dost ? 

tiere's nooght (thoa say'dt) but one eternal flux 

sble essences, tumultuous driven 905 

3gh Time'0 rough billows into Night 's abyss.* 

in this rapid tide of human ruin, 

ire no rock ou which man's tosaing thought 

'est from terror, dare his fate suitoJi 

>oidly think it something to be bom ? 910 

such hourly wrecks of being fhiri 
«6 no central, ali-sustaining base, 
«lizing, all-connecting power, 
h, as it caird forth all things, can recal, . 
brce Destruction to refund her spoil ? 915 

oand the graye restore her taken prey ? 
eath's dark Tale its human harvest yield ? 
Barth and Ocean pay their debt of man, 
to the grand deposit trusted there ? 
ire no potcntate, whoso outstretch'd arm, 990 
i ripening Tirae calls forth the* appointed hour, 
:'d from foul Devastation's lamish'd maw, 
I presenty past, and future, to his throne f 
tirone how glorious l thus divinely graced 
srminating beings clustering round ! 925 

rknd worthy the Divinity ! 
«to, by Heayeu's Omnipotence in smiles, 
■(|0Le a Pharos towering in the waves) 
iÄ iramense effusions of his love ! 
Man of communicated bliss 1 990 

all-proUfio, all-pteserving God ! 
were a God indeed. — ^And such is man, 
)re presumed ; be rises from his fall. , 
k*st thou Omnipotence a naked root, 

blossem fair of Deity destroy'd ? 936 

Ing is dead : nay, nothing sleeps ; eaeh ioiil| 

ever animated human olayi 
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Now wakcfl, ii on the win^ : tnd whera, O wJm 
Will the swarm Bettle ? — ^When the tr um yl *« et 
Ai sounding bram, colleets tarn round HeaTen*« I 
Conglobed, we bask in everlasting day, 
(Patemal splendour !) and adbere for eyer. 
Had not the soul this outlet to the akiea, 
In this Taut vesscl of the univene 
How flhonld we gasp, as in an emptj void ! 
How in the panga of fiuniah'd hope ezpire ! 

How bright my proepect ahinea ! how gloomji 
A trembling world and a devouring Qod ! 
Earth but the shambles of Omnipotenee l 
Heaven'B fkce all stain'd with canaeleM miMMH 
Of countless millionsi bom to feel the pang ; 
Of being lost. Lorenxo ! can it be ? 
This bids ns ahudder at the thoughts of lifr ! 
Who woald be bom to rach a phantom world» i 
Were nooght substantial, bat our miaery ? . ^ 
Where joy (if joy) but heightena our diatre« 
So aoon to periah, and reviye no more ! ^ 

The greater auch a joy, the more it paina. 
A World Bo hl firom great, (and yet how grett 
It ahinea to theo !) there'a nothing real in A ; , 
Being, a ahadow ; consciouBneaB, a dream : 
A dream how dreadful ! imiveraal blank 
Before it and behind ! poor man, a apark Z 

From nonezifltence atruck by wrath dlfine^ m 
OUttering a moment, nor that moment aar«» ' j 
Midflt Upper, netker, and aurrounding lught, , j 
Hia Bad, aure, audden, and etemal tomb ! '«^ 

Lorenzo ! dost thon feel theae argumenta ? 
Or ifl thore nought but vengeance oan be ftH ? 
How hast thou dared the Deity dethrone ? 
How dared indiet him of a world like thi»? 
If auch the world, Creation waa a crime ; 
For what ia crime, but cauae of miaery? 
Retract, blasphemer ! and unriddk 
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Of endleis argmneiitB above, bclow, 975 

Without OB, and within, tbe short result — 
If man*8 immortal, tbere's a God in heaven !' 

But wherefore sueh redundancy ? such waste 
Of argoment ? (me sets my soul at^rest ; 
One obyiousi and at hand, and, oh ! — at heart. 980 
So jast the skiesi Philander 's life so pain'd, 
His heart so pure, tliat er succeeding scenes 
Havo pahns to glye, or ne'er had he been bom ! 
* What an cid tale is this !' Lorenzo cries.— 
I grant this argument is old ; but truth 085 

»jfMars impair ; and had not this beec tnie, 
never hadst despised it for its age 
is immortal as thy soul, and fable 
jlbetiug as thy joys. Be wise, nor make 

i's highost blessing vengeance. O be wise ! 990 
make a curse of immortality ! 
1^, know'st thou what it is, or what thou art ? 
'st thou the* importance of a soul immo'lal ? 
this midnight glory : worlds on worldsi 
lg pomp ; redouUe this amaze ! 995 

'tiiousand add } add twice ten thousand more ; 
I weigh the whole ; one soul outweighs them a]l| 
Pf^iApteiballs the' astonishing magnifieence 
-"-"^f nnintelligent creation poor. 

For this, belieye not me : no man believe ; 1000 
Tfust not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lees 
^han thotie of the Supreme, nor his a few . 
Consiüt them all ; consulted, all proclaim 
Thy souFs importanco. Tremble at thyself, 
For whom Omnipotenco has waked so long ; 1005 
Has waked, and work'd for ages ; from the birth 
Of Nature to this 'uibelieving hour. 

In this sraall province of his vast domain 
(All Nature bow while I pronounce his name !) 
"What haa God done, and not for this sole end, 1010 
To rescue souls from death ? The sonl's high prico 
Ib writ in all the conduct of tho skies 

14 
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The ßours high price is the Creation's kej, 

Unlooks ils mysteries, and nakcd lays 

The genuine cause of cvery decd divine : 1015 

That is the chain of ages which maintains 

Their obvious correspondcnU, and unites 

Most distant periods in one bless'd dosi^ : 

That is the mighty hinge on which have tam*d 

All reTolutions,. whether wc regard lOgO 

The natural, civil, or religious world ; 

The former two, but servants to the third : 

To that their duiy done, they both expire, 

Their mass now-cast, forgot their deods rcnown*d| 

And angeJs ask, ' Where once tkey nhone so fair?* 

To lifl US from this abject, to sublime ; lOM 

This üuXf to permanent ; tbis dark, to day ; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to serene ; 
This mcan, to mighty ! — for this glorious ond 
The* Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 103D 
The World was made, was ruin*d, was rostored ; 
Laws from the skies were publish'd, were repocl'd; 
On earth kings, kingdoms, rose *, kings, kingdomf, ftÜ» 
Famed sages lighted up the P&gan World ; 
Prophets from Sion dartod a keen glance 1CQ5 

Through distant age ; samts traverd, martyra bled; 
By wonders uacred Nature stood contrord ; 
The living were translated ; de^d were raiscd ; 
Angeis, and more than angels, came from HeaTen ; 
And, oh ! for this descended lower still : JOIO 

Gilt was Hell's gloom ; astonish'd at his guest, 
For one short momont Luctfer adored. 
Lorenzo i and wilt thou do less ? — For this 
That hallow'd page, fools scoff at, was iospiredi 
Of all these trutiis, thrice-venerable code ! 104S 

Deists ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall prostrate, ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than tbose of light, this end to gain. 
O what a scene is here ! — Loronzo ! wake ! 1060 
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Rise to the thought ; ezert) expand ihy souI 
To tako the vast idea ; i't denies 
All eise tbe name of gi'eat. Two warring worldf , 
Not Europe against Afric ! warring worlds, . 
Of more than mortal, mounted on the wing ! 1055 
On ardent wings of energy and zeal. 
High hovering o'or this little brand of strife, 
This sublunary ball. — But strife, for what ? 
In their own cause conflicting ! no ; in thine. 
In man's. His singlo interest blows tho flame ; 1060 
His the sole stalle ; his fate the trampet sounds 
Which kindles war inimortal. How it burns ! 
Tomaltaous swarms of deities in arms ; 
Force, force opposing, tili the waves nin high, 
And tempest Nature's universal sphcre. 1065 

Such opposites otemal, steadfast, stem, 
auch foes implacable are good and ill ; 
Yetman, vain man, would mediale pcace betweenth^m. 

Think not this fiction : * Tl^are was war in heaven.' 
From heaven's high crystal mountain, where it hung, 
The* Almisrhty's oatstretch'd arm took down his bow. 
And shot his indignation at the deep : 
Rethundor'd Hell, and darted all her fires. — 
And scems the stake of little moment still \ 
And slumbers man, who singly caused the storm? 1075 
He sleeps. — And art thou sliock'd at mysteriös ? 
The greitest, thou. How dreadful to reflect 
What ardour, care, and counsel mortals cause 
in breasts dlvine ! how little in their own ! 

Where'or I turn, how new proofs pour upon me ! 
How happily this wondrous view supports 1081 

My former argüment ! how strongly strikes 
Immortal lifo 's fiill demonstration here ! 
Why this exertion ? why this stränge regard 
From Heaven's Omnipotent indulged to man .^— 1085 
Because in man the glorious, dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bless'd for ever. 
Daration gives importance, swells the price. 
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An angel; if a creature of a day, r 

What would he be ? a trlfle of no weight . lOM 

Or stand or fall, no matter which, he's |{<IM. 

Becau^e isunortal, therefore ii indnlged 

This Strange rogard of deitiesto dost. 

Hence Heaven looks down on earth witli all hra ejof» 

Hence, the soul's mighty moment in her aif ht ; 1096 

Hence, every. sonl has parüsans aborei 

And every thought a critic in the akies : 

Hence clay, vile clay ! has angels for its gnard» 

And every guard a pa^sion for his Charge : 

Hence, from all age, the cabinot divine llOP 

Has held high counsel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clonds those gracioos connseli hid 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphasis and awe 1106 

He spoke his will, and trembling Nature hemid 
Ha spoke it loud, in thunder, and in storm : 
Witness thou, Sinai ! whose cloud-cover'd height, 
And shaken basis, own'd the present Grod : 
Witness, ye billows ! whose returning tide, 1110 

Breaking the chain that fasten'd it m air, 
Swept Egypt and her menaceb to Iiell . 
Witness, yo flames-! the' Assyrian tyrant blew 
To sevenfoliji rage, as impotent as streng : 
And thou, Earth ! witness, whose expanding jaws 1115 
Closcd o'er Presumption's sacrilegious sons :* 
Has not cach dement, in tum, subscribed 
The sonl's high price, and sworn it to the wise ? 
Has not filame, occan, other, earthquake, strove 
To striko this truth through adamantine man ? IISO 
If not all adamant, Lorcnzo ! hear ; 
All is delusior. ; Nature is wrapp'd up 
In tenfold night, from Reason's keenest eye : 
Thero's no cönsistence, meaning, plan or end« 
In all boncath the sun, in all above, 1126 

* KcNrah, &c. 
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(As £ir M man can penetrato) or hcaven 
Ifl aa immense, inestimable prize ; 
Or all ie nothingr, or that prize is all. — 
And shall each toy be still a match for heaven, 
And füll eqoivalent for groans below ? 119D 

Who would not g^ive a trifle to provent 
What he womd give a thousand worlds to eure ? 

Lorenzo ! thon hast soen (if thine to see) 
AU Nature, and her God, (by Nature's courae, 
And Natureis course controPd) doclare for me. 1135 
Tbe skies above proclaim ' immortal man !* 
And ' man immortal !' all bcIow resounds. 
The world*8 a System uf theology, 
Read by the greatest strangers to the schools ; 
If honest, Ieam*d ; and scges o'er a plough. 1140 

Is not, Lorenzo ! then, imposed on theo 
Thifl hard alternative, or to renounce 
Tfaj reason and tby senso, or to believe ? 
What then is nnbelief ? 'tis an exploit, 
A ■trenoons enterprise ; to gain it, man 1145 

Mut borst through every bar of common sense, 
Of common shame, magnanimously wrong ; 
And what rewards the stnrdy combatant ? — 
Hia prize, repentanco ; infamy, his orown. 

Bat- ^herefore infamy ! — for want of faith 1150 

Down the steep precipice of wrong he slides ; 
Thore*s nothing to support him in the right. 
Faith in the fnture wanting is, at least 
In embryo, every weakness, every gnilt, 
And streng temptation ripens it to birth. 1155 

If this life*8 gain invites him to the deed, 
Whj not his conntry sold, his fiither slain ' 
Tis virtue to porsue our good supreme, 
And his supreme, his only good, is here ! 
Ambition, avarieo, by the wise disdain'd, 1100 

Lt perfect wisdom while mankina aro fools. 
And think a tarf or tombstone covers all : 
TboM find employment, and provido for sense. 

"^*- "■ ■■ r 14 • 
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A richor pasture, and a larger ränge ; 
And sense, by ri^ht divine, ascends the thr<»ie. 116G[ 
When Virtue's prize and prospect are no more, 
Virtae no more we think the will of Heaveii. 
Would Heaven quite beggar Virtue, if beloved? 

' Has Virtue charms ?' — I grant her heayenly fiir ; 
Bat if nnportion'd, all will Interest wed, 1170 

Though that our admiration, this our choice. 
The virtueB grow on Inimortality ; 
That root destroy'd they wither and expire. 
A Deity believed will nought avail ; 
Rewards and punishments make God adored, 1175 
And hopes and fears give Conscience all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue with Immortality ezpires. 
Who teils me ho denies bis soul immortal, 
Whate'cr bis boast, has told me he'd a knave. 1180 
His duty 'tis to love himsclf alone, 
Nor caro though mankind perish if he smilßs. 
Who thinks ero long the man shall wholly die 
Is dead already ; nought bat brüte survives. 

And are there such P Such candidates there are 
For moro than death ; for utter loss of being ; 1186 
Being, the basis of the Deity ! 
Ask you the cause ? — ^the cause thoy will not t^.U ; 
Nor need they. Oh, the sorceries of sense ! 
They work this transformation on the sool, 1190 

Dismount her like the serpent at the fall, 
Dismount her from her native wing (which soar'd 
Erewhile etherenj heights,) and throw her down 
To liek the dust, and crawl in such a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye Fallen ! 1196 

Fallen from the wings of reason and of höpe ! 
Erect in staturo, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain! 
Lovers of argumenta averse to sense ! 
Boasters of liberty ! fast bound in chains ! 1S0O 

liOrdfl of the wide creation, and the shuiiie ! 

X- 
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More senscieRs than tho* irrationals yoa ficorn ! 
More base than those you ruie ! tiian tlioge jou pitj 
Far more undone ! O ye most infamou« 
Of beings, from superior dignity f 1205 

Deepest in woe, from means of bouudloss bliss ! 
Yd eursed by bl^ssin^s infinite ! becauee 
Most highly fkvnfiir'd, nioct profoundly lost ! 
te motley mass oi contradiction siionsr ' 
And are yoa, too, eonvinced yonr souls fly off 1310 
In exhalation aoft, and die in air, 
From tbe füll flood of evidence against yoa ? 
In the coarse dradgeries and K'nks of sense, 
Tour souls haye quite wom out the make of Heaven, 
By vice new cast, and creaturos of yonr own ; 1S16 
Bat though you can deform, you can*t dcstroy : 
To curse, not unereate, is all your power. 

Lorenzo ! t^iis black brotherhood renoanea ; 
Renounce St. Evrcmond, and read St. Pauli 
Ere rapp'd by miracle, by reason wlng'd, 1930^ 

His mounting mind made long abode in Heaven. 
Thi» is freothinking, unconfined to ports, 
To send the soul, on curious travel bent, 
Through all the provinces of Iwman thought; 
To dkrt her flight through tho whole sphere of man ; 
Of this vast universe to make the tour ; 1296 

In each rec^ss of space and time at home. 
Familiär with their wonders ; dhnug deep ; 
And, like a prince of 'uoundless interesfcs there. 
Still most ambitious of the most remote ; 1230 

To look on truth unbroken and enlire ; 
Troth in the system, the füll orb; where trudw 
By traths enlighten*d and sustain'd, afTord 
An archlike strong foundation, to support 
The* incumbent weight of absolute complete J235 
Conviction : here, the more we press, we stand 
More firm : who most examino, most believe. 
Parts, like half-sentences, con&usd ; the whole 
Conyeya the sense^ and 6od is understood , 
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Who not in Fragments writes to human race : 1340 
Read hif whole volume, sceptic ! then replj. 

This, this is thinking free, a thought that grmspi 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, survey this midnight scene ; 
What are earth's kingdoms to yon boundless orb«! 1915 
Of human souls, one day , the destined ränge ? 
And what yon boundless orbs to godlike man ? 
fhose numerous worlds that throng tlie firmamenty 
And ask more space in Heaven, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and still leaye room 1250 
For ampler orbs, for now creations there. 
Can such a soul contract itself, to gripe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight ? 
It can ; it does : the world is such a point ; 
And of that point how small a part enslaves ! 1256 

How small a part>-of nothing, shall I bay ? 
Why not ? — ^Friends, our chief trea8ure,how theydn^! 
Lucia, Narcissa fair, Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has oped 
A triple mouth, and in an awful voice 1260 

Loud calls my soul, and uttors all I sing. 
How the World falls to pieces round about ns, 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What says this transportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where now they dweD, 12G5 
And scom this wretched spot they leave so poor. 
Eternity's vast ocean lies before chee ', 
There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa sails. 
Give thy ni|ind sea-room ; keep it wide of earth, 
That rock of souls immortal ; cnt thy cord ; 1270 

Weigh anchor ; spread thy sails ; call every wind , 
Eye thy great Pole-star ; make the land of Life ' 

Two kinds of life has double-natured man, 
And two of death ; the last far more severe. 
Life animal is nurtured by the Sun, 1275 

Thrivos on bis bounties, triumphs in bis beanw : 
Life rational subsiets on higher focd. 
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Triomphant in His beams who made the day : 
When we leave that San, and are left by this 
(The täte of all who die in stobborn guM^) 1280 

Tis utter darkness ; strictly double death. 
We aink hy no judicial stroke of Heaven, 
Bot natnre's cour^e ; as sure as plummets falL 
Since God or man must alter ere they moet, 
(Sinco light and liarkness b]end not in our sphere) lSd5 
*Ti8 manifest^ Lorenzo, who must change. 

If, then,, that double death should prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity ; 
Man shall be bless'd, as far as man permits 
Not man alone, all rationals Heaven arms 1290 

With an illustrious, but tr^mendous power^ 
To countoract its own most gracious ends, 
And this of strict necessity, not choice > 
That power denied, men, angels; were no more 
Bat passive engines, void of praise or blame. 1295 
A nature rational implies the power 
Of being bless'd or ^vretched, as we pleaso ; 
Else idle Reason would have nought to do. 
And he that would be barr'd cap^city i«?; 

Of pain, conrts incapacity of blisa. l^W 

Heayon wills our happiness, allows our doom , 
Invites us ardently, bot not compels ; 
Heaven but persuades, almigbty man decrees. 
Man is the maker of immortal fates. 
Man falls by man, if finally he fafls ; 1305 

And fall h j must, who learns from death alone 
The dreadful secret, — that he livcs for ever. 

Why this to thee r — thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of seeond lifo ? but wherefore doubtful still ? 
Etemal life is Natureis ardent wish ; ISIO 

What ardently we wish we soon believe * . 
Thy tardy faith declares that wish destroy'd : 
What has destroy'd it ? — shall i teil thee what ? 
When fear'd the future, 'tis no longer wish'd ; 
And when unwish'd, we strive to disbelieve. 131S 
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• ThuB Iniidelity cur guilt betrays.' 

Nor that the sole detection ! Blush, Lorenso ! 

Blosh for hjpocrisy, if not for gailt. 

The fuiare fear*d ? — ^An infidel, and ftar ? 

Fear what ? a dream ? a fable ? — How thy dfMidy ISBI 

Unwillin^ evidence, and tberefore strongy 

Affords my cause an nndesi^'d snpport 1 

How Disbelief affirms what it denieasi 

' It, unawares, asserts immortal life.'— - 

Surprising ! Infidclity toms out 1986 

A creed and a confession of oor nns : 

Apostates, thus, are orthodox diyinei. 

Lorenzo ! with Lorenzo clash no more, 
Nor longer a transparent vizor wear. 
Think'st thou Religion only has her tdmA. f 1390 

Oar infidels are Satan's bypocrites, 
Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom, fall. 
When visited by thought (thought will intmde,) 
Like him they serve, they tremble and belieye. 
Ir there hypocrisy so foul as this ? 133C 

So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What detGstation, what cuPtempt, their due ! 
And. if unpaid, be thank*d for their escope, 
That Christian candour they strive hard to scozn. 
If not for that asyium, they might find 1340 

A heil on earth, nor scape a worue below 

With insolcnce and inipotence of thought, 
Instead of racking fancy to refiite, 
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoyw — 
Rut shall [ dare confess the dire result ? 1345 

Can thy proud reason brook so black a brand ' 
From purer manners to sublimer faith, 
Is Natureis unavoidable ascent. 
An honest Deist, where the Gospel shines, 
Matured to nobler, In the Christian ends. IbSO 

When that blcss'd ^ha^igo arrives, e'en cast aside 
This song superfluous : lifo immortal itrikea 
Conviction in a flood of light divine. 
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A Christian dwells, like Üriel,* in the Sun ; 
Meridian evidence pats doubt to flight, 1355 

And ardent hope anticipates tho skies, 
Ofthat bright Sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere : 
'Tis easj ; it invites thee ; it detcends 
From Heaven, to woo and wafl thee whence it came. 
Read and revere the sacred page, a page 13G0 

Where triumpha immortalitjr ; a page 
Which not the whole Creation could prodnce ; 
Which not the Conflagration shall destroy : 
Tis printed in the mind of gods for eyer, 
In Nature*0 ruins not one letter lost. 1365 

In proud disdain of what e'en gods adore, 
Dost smUe ? — Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weepik 
Angels and men assent to what I sing ; 
Wits sinile, and thank me for my midnight dream. 
How vicious hearts iiime frenzy to the brain ! 1370 
Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame : 
Pert Infidelity is Wit's cockade, 
To grace the brazen brow that braves tho skies, 
By loBs of being dreadfiilly secure. 
Lorenzo ! if thy doctrine wins the day, 1375 

And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field ; 
If this -is all, iS earth a final scene, 
Take heed : stand fast ; be sure to be a knave ; 
A knave-in grain ! ne'er deviate to the right 
Shouldst thou be good — how infinite thy loss ! -1380 
Guilt only makti» annihilation gain. 
BlessM scheme * which lifo deprives of comforty death 
Of hope, and which vice only recommends. 
If so, where, Infi4els ! your bäte tkrown out 
To catch weak convorts ? where your lofly boast 1385 
Of zeal for tvirtue, and of Iovq to mau ? 
Annihilation 1 I confess in these. 

What can reclaim you ? dare I hope pyofouii4 
l^ilosopherScthe converts of a song ? 
* MUton's Paradise Lost 
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Yet know its title* flatters you, not me ; IW 

Youis be tho pralse to make my title goo \ ; 

Mino to bloss Hoaven, and triumph in your p^afaw. 

But since so pestilential yoar disease, 

Though sovoreign is tlie medicine I presonbe^ 

As yet ril neither triumph nor despair, ; 138S 

But hope, ere jon^r, my midnight dxeam will wake 

Your hearts, and teach your wisdom — to be wiw : 

For why shonld sonls immortali made for bliai, 

E'er wish (and wisb in vain !) that souls could die f 

What ne'er can die, oh ! grant to live, and orowa 1400 

The wish, and aim, and hbour of tbe skies j 

Increase, and enter on the joys of Heayon : 

Thus shall my title paso a sacred seal, 

Receive an Imprimatur from above, 

While angels shout — an Infide) Reclaim^d ! 1406 

To close, Lorenzo ! spite of all my pains^ 
Still seemc it stränge that thou shooldst live fi>r erar? 
Is it less Strange that thou shouldst live at ftH ? 
This is a miracle, and .that no more. 
Who gave boginning can cxclude an end. 1410 

Deny thou art ; then doubt if thou shalt be. 
A miracle with miracles enclosed 
Is man ! and Starts bis faith at what is stränge ? 
What less than wonders from the wonderful ? 
What less than miracles from God can flow ? 1415 
Admit a God — ^that mystery supreme ! 
That cause uncaused ! all other won.lers cease : 
Nothins is marvellous for him to do : 
Deny him — all is mystery besides ; 
Milhons of mysterie j ! each darker far 1420 

That that thy wisdom would, unwisely shun. 
If weak thy faith, why choose the harder side ? 
We nothiDg know but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous we can't believe. 
So weak our reason, and so great our God, 14S6 

*The Infidel Keclaimed. 
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Wbat inoflt surpriBes in the sacred pa^o, 
Or ftill as Strange, or stranger, must be true. 
Faith is not reason's labovr, but repose. 

To faith and virtue wliy so backward, man ? 
From henea ^-^e present strongly strikes us all ; 1430 
The future^ faintly : ean we, then, be men ? 
If men, Loeenso ! the reverse is rigbt. 
Reason is man*» pecnliar ; sense tiie brute*8. 
The preeent is the scanty realm of Sense ; 
The future, Reason*s empire nnconfined : 14!S 

On that expending all her godlike power, 
SHie pku», proridM, ezpatiates, tnumphs, there : 
There boilds her blessings ! there ezpects her pnüse $ 
And nothing asks of Foitune or of men. 
And what is Reason ? he ^e thus defined ; 1440 

Reason is uprigbt stature in the soid. 
Oh ! be a man, — and stiiTe to be a god. 

< For what ?' (thoa say'sty to damp the joys of lifo ? 
No ; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, Hope, mark how she domineers ; 1445 
She bids us quit realities for dreams, 
Safety and peace for hazard and alarm. 
That tyrant o*er the tyrants of the Beul, 
She bids Ambition quit its taken prize, 
Spnm the luzuriant branch ou which it sits, 1450 
Tliough bearing crowns, to spring at distant gamc. 
And plunge in teils and dangers — ^for repose. 
If hope precaiious, and of things, when gain*d« 
Of little moment and as littlo stay, 
Con sweeten teils and dangers into joys ; 1455 

What then that hope which nothing can defeat, 
Oor leare nnask'd ? rieh hope of boundless bliss ! 
Blis« past man's power to paint it, Time's to close * 

This hope is earth's most estimable pri7.e ; 
This is man's portion, while no more than man : 1460 
Hope, of all passions, most befrlends us here ; 
Pasnons of prouder name be&iends us less. 
Joy bas her tears, and transport bas her dcath : 

15 
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17frttte'0 SlptAotSi : 

TH£ B(AN OF THE WORLD ANSWEREa 

IX WHICri ARB G058IDIRKDy 

TffE LOVE OF THIS LIFE; THB AKBITfON AND 

FLEASURä, WITH THB WIT AND WISDOM, 

OF THE WORLD. 

AvD bat an Nfttorei theni etpoased mjr part ? 

Have I bribed HeaTen and Earth to plead againat thea ? 

And ia thy aoul immortal ? — ^What remaina ? 

All, aD, Lorenzo ! — make immortal blesa'd. 

UnUesi'd immortala ! — wbat oao ihock ua more ? 5 

And jet Lofenao atill affacta the world ; 

Tbere «Iowa bia tnaamre ; tbence bia title drawa. 

Man of tba world ! (Ibr ancb w<Hildat tbou be call'd) 

And art tboo promt of tbal inifioriona atjle ? 

Proad of ff^proacb ? for a reproaeb it waa, 10 

In ancienit days, and Cbriatian, — in an age 

Wben men were «^len, and not aabamed of HeaTea»— 

Flred tbeir ambition, aa it crown'd their joy ! 

Sprinkled witb dews (Vom the C8«tiiiian fönt, 

Fain woold I rebaptize tbee, and confer 15 

A purer apirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy Ibnd attachments, fatal and inflamed» 
Point out my path, and diotate to my acng. 
To tbee the world how fair ! how atrongly itrikea 
Ambition ! and gay Pleamire stronger atill ! 90 

Thy triple bane ! the triple boHi that laya 
Tl^ Tirtue dead ; be these my triple theme ; 
Kor shall thy wit or wisdom be forgot. 

Common the theme ; not ao the 8q\i|^, iftbA 
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My flong invokes, Urania ' deigns to smile. S5 

The charm that chains üb to the world, her foe, 
If she dissolves, the man of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and nghs fbr other scenes ; 
SceneS) where these sparks of night, these itani ihafl 

shine 
UnnumberM euni (for all thing8| äs they are, 39 

The bless'd behold,) and, in one glory, ponr 
Thoir Uended blaze oh man*» astonish'd mghi ;. 
A blaze — ^the least illustrious object there. 

Lorenzo ! since Eternal is at band, 
To swallow Time's ambitions ; u the vast 35 

Leviathan the bubbles vain thät ride 
High on tho foaming billow ; what a^ail 
High titles, iiigh descent, attainments high, 
If unattain'd our highest ? O Lorenzo ! 
What lofly thoughts, these eloments above, 40 

What towering hopqs, what sallies from the Saii| 
What grand surveys of deptiny divine, 
And pompous presage of unfathom*d fate, 
Should roll in bosoms where a spirit buriui, 
Boand for Eternity ! in bosoms read 45 

By Hirn, who foibles in archangels sees ! 
On human hearts he bcnds a jealous eye, 
And marks, and in Heavcn's regbter enrols, 
The rise and progress of each option there ; 
Sacred to Doomsday ! that the page unfolds, 50 

And sprcads us to the gazo of gods and men. 

And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ! 
This World ! and this, unrival'd by the skies ! 
A World where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gold, 
Three demons that divido its realms between thenii 55 
With strokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's restless heart, their sport, their flying bau ; 
Till, with the giddy circle sick and tired, 
It pants for peace, and drops into dcspair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo sets above 00 

That glorious promise angels were esteem*d 
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Tco inean to bring ; a promise their Adorod 

Descended to communicate, and press, 

Bj couneel, miracle, life, death, on man. 

Such b the world Lorenzo's wisdom woos, 65 

And on its thorny pillcw sdeks repose ; 

A pillow which, like opiates ill preparedi 

Intozicates, bat not oomposes ; fills 

The Tisionary mind with gay chimeras, 

AU the wild trash of sleep, withoat the rest : 70 

WhiEt unfeign'd travel, and what dreams of joy ! 

How fraU men, things ! how momentary, both ! 
Fantastic chase, of shadows buntmg shades ! 
The gay, the bnsy, equal, though unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, differently wise ! 75 

Through^wery meadov«, and throngh dreary wastea, 
One bufltting, and one dandag» into death. 
There's not a day but, to die num of thooght, 
BetrajTS eome leerat Chat tbrowvuew reproach 
On life^ and makes hiH) sick of seeing moro. 80 

The icenea of bosmeBif teil ua— < What are men ;* 
The Bcene« of ploasaro-— ' What is all beeide :' 
There othexs ¥C8 dftspise ; and here ooraelTeB. 
Amid diegost'tttoiiial dwolls deligfat ? — 
'Tis appnii)lhli(fti«4ttrikeB the string of joy. 85 

What wondnuff'prize has kindled thiB careori 
84in» wTth the <lm> and ehokes us with the dnat, 
On Iiffo'n gay Btage, one iuch above the grave ? 
The proud run np and down in quest of eyes ; 
The «ensual, in pursuit of jomething wo»e ; 00 

The graye, of gold ; the politic, of power; 
And a]l| of other butterflies as vain ! 
Ae eddies draw things frivolous and light, 
How IM man'e heart by vanity drawn in ! 
On the swift eircle of retuming toys 95 

Whirrd, Btrawtike, round and round, andthen mgulf^i 
Where gay delusion darkens to despair ! 

' TfoM is a beaten track.' — ^Is thie a track 
Shonld «ot be beäten ? never beat enoogh, 
15» 
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Till enough leam'd the truth it would iiu^iire. 109 

Shall Truth be silent becauBe Folly firowns ? 

Tarn the world's history, what find we ther» 

Biit Fortune'B Sports^ or Natureis cmel ckimii 

Or woman's artifice, or man's revengey 

And endless inhamanities on man ? 106 

Fame's trumpet seldom sonnda bat, like the katUf 

It brmgB bad tidings : how k hourly blows 

liflin 8 miBadyentares round the listening world 1 . 

Man is the talo of narrative old Time : 

Sad tale ! Which high as Paradise beging ; 110 

Ab if, the toil of travel to dolude, 

From Btage to stage, in hie eternal round, 

The Days, his daughterB, as tbey Bpin cur hoim 

Od Fortune'B wheel, where accident unthought 

Oft, in a moment, anaps life's strongCBt threvMiy 115 

Each, in her turn, Bomo tragic story teils 

With, now and then, a wretcbed farce between. 

And fills his chronide with human woe«. 

Time's daughterB, true as those of men, deoeixe w; 
Not one but puta some cheat on all mankind. ISO 

While in their father'a boBom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our foud hopes, and promiae mach 
Of amiable, but hold him not o'er wiso 
Who daroB to truBt them, and laugh round th« yetr, 
At Btill confidingy still conibunded, maUi 1S$ 

Confiding though confoundcd ; hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, unconvinced by proof, 
And ever lo^king for the nover seen. 
Life to the last, like harden'd felons, hon, 
Nor ov7ns itself a cheat tili it ezpireB : 1^ 

Its little joys go out by one and one, 
And loave poor man, at longth, in perfect night p 
Night darker than what now involves the pc^« 

O Thou, who dost permit these ills to fall 
For gracious cnds, and wouldst thatman shoold moon* 
O Thou, whoBe hands this goodly ikbric framed, 13b 
Who know*«t it best, and wouJdBt thatmansbould.kiipüi! 
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What ifl this sublunary world ? a vapour ; 
A yiqmur all U holds ; lUelf, a vapour ; 
From the damp bod of Chao0| bj the beam . 
£xlxaled, ordain'd to swim tU destined bour 
In ambient air, then melt and disappoar. 
£arth*8 davs are number'd. nor remote hör doom , 
A» mortaly thongh loas transiont, tfaan her «ona ; 
Tet they dote on her^ as the world and they 145 

Wece both eternal, Boüd ; thoM a dreani 

They dote, on what ? ünmortal views apart, 
A rcgion of oat^idesi a land of shodows ! 
A fruitful field of flowery proroUes \ 
A wildernesp of joya ! perplex'd with doubts, 150 

And aharp with thomn ! a troublcd ocean, spread 
With bold adventurers, tbeir all on board ; 
No second hope, if hcro their fortune frowns ; 
Frown 9oon it mast. Of various rates they eaU, 
Of ensigns varioas ; all alike iQ thU, 156 

AH restless, oniious, toss'd with hopes and feara 
In calmest skieg ; obrozipus all to storm, 
And stormy tho most general blast of llfe : 
All bound for HappUieis ; yet few provide 
The Chart of Knowledge, pointtng where it ]iea. 
Or Virtue's heim, to shape the course design'd * 
All, more or less, capricious Fato lament, 
Now lifted by the tide, and now resorb'd, 
And farther from thoir wishes tfian bofore : 
All, more or less, against each other dash, 165 

To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driven. 
And aufferiog more from foUy than from fate. 

Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at etemal war with man ! 
Death's capital, whare most he domineers 170 

With all hie chosen terrors frowning round. 
(Though lately.feasted high at Albion^s oott*) 
Wide opening, zrd Icud roarin^c still for niore ' 
Too faithful mr jor ! how dost thou reflec t 

AdniraJ BalcheOi Sut 
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The melanclulj f&ce of faamaxi lifo ! 

Tht lUoiig resemblance temptf me fiuther stiU i 

And» haplji Britain niaj be deeper strack 

Bj moral truth, in sach a mirror Men, 

Which Nature holdB for eyer at her eye. 

SeU-flatter'd, onexperienced, high in bopa, 
When jonng, with sanguine cheer and ■treaman ] 
We cat OOP cable, launoh \nto the worMi 
A.Tid fondlj dream each wind and star oor fiiaiid ; 
All in lome darling enterprise «mbark'd : 
Bat where is he can fathom ita ev^nt ? 
Anud a multitude of artless hands, 
Itoin's sure perqubite ! her lawfal prii« ! 
Some fteer arigbt, bat the black blast Uotrs hmid, 
And puffs them mde of Hope : with hoarta afftm 
Füll against wind and tide, some win their way, 
A&d when strong Efibrt has deserved the port, 
And tugg'd it into view, *ti8 won ! 'tis lost ! 
Thoogh itrong their oar, still stronger is their &li 
Tbey strike ! and, while thej triumph, thej ezpin 
In stress of «reather most, some sink ontright ; 
O'or them and o*er their names the billaws olose ; 
To-morrow knows not t^ey were ever bom. 
Others a short memorial leave behind, 
Like a flag floating, when the bark*s ingulTd ; 
It floats a momentt and is seen no more.^ 
One CfBsar lives ; a thousand are forgot. 
Uow fow, beneath auspicious planets bom, 
(Darlings of ProTidence ! fond Fate's elect !) 
With swelling sails make good the promised port^ 
With all their wishes fireighted ! yet e'en these, 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain; 
Free from misfbrtone, not ftom Natare fr«»e, 
They still are men ; ahd when is man secore ? 
As fatal time, as storm ! the rash of years 
Beats down their strength ; their numberlesi wnf 
In ruin end. And now their proad socoess 
ßßt plant» now terrori on the vietor's brow t 
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What pain to qnit ihe world, jost made their owii| 
Their neit so deeply down'd, and bullt fo high ! 
Too low thej baild who build beneath the ftanh .. (15 

Woe then apart (ifwoe apart can ba 
From mortal man,) and Fortune at oor nod, 
Thegay! rieh! greatl triumphant! and augnatJ 
What are they ?— Tiie moat happy (atrange to say) 
Convince me moat of human misery. 220 

What are they ? ■miling wretches of to-morrow ! 
More wretchod, then, than e'er their slaTe can be, 
Their treaoheroni blesainga, at the day of need, 
Like other faithlesa friends, unmaak aÄd sting : 
Then what proToking indigence in wealth ! 295 

What aggraTated impotence in power ! 
High titlet,, theii, what insult of thoir pain ! 
If that Bole anohor, oqoal to the wavea, 
Immortal Hope ! defies not the rüde storm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming bUlow*s ragOi 2311 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 
' Is this a sketch of what thy soul admires ?— - 
' Bat here {thou sayest) the miseries of life 
Are huddled in a group : a more distinct 
Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.' 936 
Look on liio*B stagei ; they speak plafaMr still ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thoti aigh. 
I.iOok on thy lorely boy ; in him behold 
The best that ean befal the best on earth ; 
The boy has yirtne by hi^ mother's side : 249 

Tes, on Florello look : a father*s heart 
Is tender, though the man's is made of stone ; 
The tmth, throngh such a medium seen, may make 
Impression deep, and fbndness prove thy friebd. 

Florello ! latoly cast on this rüde coast 24t 

A helpless in&nt, now a heedless cbild. 
1 o poor Glarissa's throes thy care sucoeeds ; 
Care fuU of love, and yot severe as hate ! 
O** thy sours joy how ofl thy fondness frowns * 
Needful aiistorHies his will restrain, 260 
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As thonis fence in the tender plant firom hann. 

As yet, bis Reason cannot go alonci 

Bot uks a stemer nurse to lead it oo. 

-His littlo heart is often terrified ; 

The blush of morning, in his cheek, toms pftla ; S66 

Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye, 

His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel ther*. 

Ah ! what avails his innooence ? the task 

Enjoin'd must discipline his early powen ! 

He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sin ; 800 

Guiltless, and bad ! a wretch before the fmll ! 

How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 

Our nature such, with necessary pains 

We purchase prospects of precarioas peaee : 

Though not a fathor, this might steal a ägh. W 

Suppose him disciplined aright (if noty 

'Twin sink our poor account to poorer still,) 

Ripo from the tutor, proud of liberty. 

He leaps enclosure, bounds into the wofid ; 

The World is taken, after ten years' toil, 87Ü 

Like ancient Troy, and all its joys his own. 

Alas ! the world's a tutor more severe, 
Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pains ; 

Unteaching all his virtuous Nature tanght, 

Or books (fair Virtue's advocates) inspired. 8J& 

For who reoeives him into public life ? 
Mcn of the world, the terre-filial breed, 
Welcome the modest stranger to their sphere 
(Which glitter'd long, at distance, in his sight,) 
And in their hospitable arms enclose ; 260 

Men who think nought so strong as the romancey 
So rank knight-errant, as a real firiend ; 
Men that act up to Reason 's golden lule^ 
All wcakness of affection quite subdued ; 
Men that would blush at bemg thought sincere, S8& 
And feign, for giory, the few faults tbey want ; 
That love a lie, wbere truth would pay as well^ 
As if, to them' Vice shown her own rewvd. 



, VIRTUE'S APOLOGy. 179 

Lörenzo ! «anit thou bear a shookiDg aijrht ? 
Such, for Florelh) tt sake, 'twill now appear. 290 

See the flteel>d fflei of season^d veterans, 
Train'd to tbe world, in burnishM falsehood bright ; 
Deep in the fatal ■tratagems of peace, 
All soft Sensation, in the throng, rubb*d off; 
AU their keen pnzpose in politeness sheath'd ; 295 
Hie fHends etemal — dnring interest ; 
Hie foes implacable — when worth their whilef; 
At war with eyery welfare but their own ; 
As wise as Lnoifer, and half as good ; 
And bj whom none^ but Lucifer, can gain — 300 

Naked throogh tbete, (so common Fate ordains) 
N aked of hoart, his croel couise he rons, 
Stong out of all most amiablo in Ufe, 
Prompt truth/and open thooght, and smiles unfeign*d ; 
Aflfectton, as his species wide diflnised» 305 

Noble presamptions to mankind's renown, 
lageaions truat, aud confidence of love. 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will cost him many a sigh, tiü time and pains, 
From the abw mistfess of this school, Experience, 310 
And her assistant, pansing, pale Distnist, 
Furchase a dear-bcmght clew to lead his youth 
Throogh Serpentine c^liqnities of lifo. 
And the dark lab3rrinth of hnman hearts. 
Andhappy! if the clew shall come so cheap« 315 
For while we leam to fenee with public goüt, 
FoD oft we feel tts fonl contagion too, 
If less than heavenly Tirtue is our gnard. 
Thiis a Strange kind of cursed necessity 
Bitogs down the Sterling temper of his sonl^ 320 

By base alloy, to bear the cnrrent etamp, 
BeJow oali'd Wisdom ; sinks him into safety, 
And brande him into credit with the world, 
Whare qiecioas titles dignify dL^grace, 
And Natnre's itajnries are arts of lifo ', 325 

Here brightwr Reaeon prompte to bolder crimeni 
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And heavenly talents make infernal hoarU, 
That unsurmountablo extreme of ^ilt ! 

Poor Machiavcl ! who laboar'd hard his plan, 
Forgot that Genius noed not go to achool ; 330 

Forgot that man, without a tutor wite, 
His plan had practised long before twaa wriL 
The world*8 all title-page ; thore*8 no eontsnt«^ 
The World '■ all face : the man who ahowt hift haait 
!■ hooted ibr his nudities, and BCorn*d. 33S 

A man I knew, who liTed npon a smile, 
And well it fed him ; he lock'd plump tnd fidr» 
While rankest venom foam'd through eyoxy rmsu 
(Lorcnzo ! what I teil thee take not ill ;) 
Living, he fawn*d on every fool aliye ; S4C 

And, dying, cursed the friend on whom he li?ed. 
To such proficientf thou art half a saint ! 
In foreign realmt (for thou hast traverd &r) 
How curiouK to eontemplate two State rooki, 
Studious their nests to feather in a trice, 9IS 

With all the necromantics of their art, 
Playing the game of faces on each other, 
Making court sweetmeats of their latent gaU, 
In foolish hope to steal each other's tmtt ; 
Both cheating, both ezulting, both deoeiTed, 960 

And, Bometimes, both (lel earth rejoice) imdoBe l 
Their parts we doubt not, but be that their ihanM. 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
Stoop to mean wiles that would disgrace a fiiol ; 
And lose the thanks ofthose few friends thej Mrva? 865 
For who can thank the man he cannot see ? 

Why so much coyer ? it defeats itself. 
Te that know all things ! know ye not men'« h— ili 
Are therefore known, because they are conceaFd f 
For why conceal'd ? — the cause they neednotlelL 800 
I give him joy that s awkward at a lie ; 
Whoee feeble nature Truth keeps still in awe ; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
'Tis great, 'tis manly, to disdain dkguise, 
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s our Bpirit, or It proves our strength. 36& 

iy'st 'tis needfol ! is it therefore right ?-» 
Tf I grant it aome small sign of grace 
in at an ezcuse : and wouldst thou, then, 
that cniel need ? thou mayst with ease ', 
io post needful that demands a knave. 270 
ate our civil heim was shifling liands, 
am thought : think better if you.can. . 
bis how rare * the public path of life 
>^yet allow that dirt its due, 
»4ae noble mind more noble still. 375 

rld 's no neuter ; it will wound or save ', 
tue quench, or indignation fire. 
' the World, well known, will maka a man^— 
rld, well known, will give our hearts to Heaveni 
e US demons, long before we die. 38(F 

LOW how fair the world, thy m|i(fcfeB8, shines, *t\r^ 
ther part ', sure ills attend tfae ehoice ; 
lough not equal, detrimeut ensues. 
tue's seif is deified on earth ; 
las her relapses, conflicts, foes ; 386 

it ne'er fail to make her feel their hate. 
las her peculiar set of pains. 
ends to yirtue, last and least complainj 
ley sigh, can others hope to smile ? 
om has her miseries to moum, 390 

Q poor FoUy lead a happy life ? 
lOth suffer, what has earth to boast, 
lie most hsppy who the least laments ? 
nuch, much patience, the most envied State, 
ne forgiveness, needs, the best of friends ? 305 
od or hap*)y life, who looks not higher, 
ler shall he find the shadow here. 
rorld's swom advocate, without a fee, 
> smartly, with a smile, replies : 
IT thy song is right, and all mnst own 400 
HUB her peculiar set of pains :-— 
• peculiar who (o Viee dt nie s ? 
16 
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If vice it is with Natare to comply : 

If pride and sense are so predoininant^ 

To check, not overcome them, makes a saint, 406 

Can Natura in a plainer voice prociaim 

Fleasure andglory the chief good of man?' 

Can Pride and Sensuality rejoice ? 
From purity of thought all pleasure Springs, 
And from an humble spirit all our peace. 410 

Ambition, Pleasure ! let us talk of these ; 
Of these the Porch and Academy talk'd ; 
Of these each following age had much to say, 
ITet unexhausted, still, the needful theme. 
iVho talks of these, to mankind all at once 415 

He talks ; for where the saint from either free ? 
Are these thy refuge ? — No ; these rush upon thee 
Thy vitals seize, and, vulture like, devour : 
I'U try if I can pluck thee from tliy rock, 
Prometheus! from this harren ball of earth, 490 

If Reason can unciiain thee, thou art free. 

And first, thy Caucasus, Ambition, calls ; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted throagh mistake ! 
'Tis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat 4S6 

Will make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at greatness ? first know what it is. 

Think'st thou thy greatness in distinction lies ? 

Not in the feather, wave it e'er so high, 

By Fortune stuck, to mark us from the throng, 430 

Is glory lodged : 'tis lodged in the reverse ; 

Is that which joins, in that whioh equals all, 

The monarch and his slave, — ' a deathlesa soul, 

Unbounded prospect, and immortalkin, 

A Father Grod, and brothers in the skies;' 495 

Eider, indeed, in time, but less remote 

In ezcellence, perhaps, than thought by man 

Why greater what can fäll than what can riae ? 

If still delirious, now, Lorenzo i go, 
And, with thy füll blown brothers of the world, 440 
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Throw scorn around thee ; cast it on thy slavef , 
Thy fllaves and equals. How scorn cast on them 
Rebounds on thee !. If man is mean, as nian, 
Art thou a god ? if Fortune makos him so, / 
Beware the consequence : a maxim that 445 

Which draws a monstrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is lost ; 
Extemals fluttering, and the soul forgot. 
Thy greatest glory, when disposed to boast, 
Boast that aloud in which thy servants share. 450 

We wisely strip the steed we mean to buy. . 
Judge we, in their comparisons, of men ? 
It Bought avails thee where, but what, thou art. 
All the distinctions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 455 

When througb Death's straits Earth's subtle serpents 

creep, 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 
They leave thoir party-colour'd robe behind, 
All that now glitters, while they rear alofb 400 

Their brazen crests, and hiss at us below. 
Of Fortune '■ fucus strip them, yet alive, 
Strip them of body too ; nay, closer still, 
Away with all but moral in their minds, 
And let what then reroains impose their name, 465 
Pronounce them weak or worthy, great or mean. 
How mean that snaff of glory Fortune lights, 
And Death puts out ! Dost thou dömand a test, 
A test, at once, infiülibld and short, 
Of real greatness ? that man greatly lives, 470 

Whate'er his &ie or fame, who greatly dies ; 
High flush'd with hope where heroes shajl despair. 
]f this a true criterion, many courts, 
lilostrious, might afford but few grandees. 

The' Almighty, from bis throne, on earth surreys 
Nonght greater than an honest, humble heart ; 47(» 
An humble heart, bis rosidonce ! pronouncod 
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His eecond seat, and rival to the skies. 

The private patk, the secret acta of men» « 

If noble, fai' the noblest of onr lives ! 481 

How far above Lorenzo's glory sits 

The' UluatriouB master of a name unknown ? 

Whofle worth, unrival'd and unwitnees'd, Ioyos 

Life's sacred shades, where goda converae with moBi 

And peace, beyond the world's conceptions, emilefl; 

A* thou (now dark) before we paK shalt see. 486 

Bat thy great soul this skulking glory sconu : 
Lorenzo's sick but when Lorenzo's seen» 
And when he shrugs at public buslness lies. 
Denied the public eye, the public yoice, 490 

As if he lived on othcrs' breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world bis pedental, 
Mankind the ga'zers, the sole figure he. 
KnowB he, that mankind praise against their will. 
And mix as much detraction as they can ? 496 

Knows he, that faithless Farne her whisper has, 
As well as truinpet ? that his vanity 
Is so much tickled, from not hearing all ? 
Knows this all knower, that from itch of praise^ 
Or from an itch more sordid, when he shines, 500 
Taking his countfy by five hundred ears, 
Sedatos at once admire him and despise, 
With modest laughter lining loud applause, 
Which makes the smile more mortal to his fame ? 
His fame which (like the mighty Caesar) crown'd 506 
With laureis, in füll senate, greatly falls, 
By seeming friends, that honour and destroy. 
We rise in glory as we sink in pride : 
Where boasting ends, there dignity begins ; 
And yet, mistaken beyond all mistake, 510 

The blind Lorenzo's proud— of being proud. 
And dreams himself ascending, in his fall. 

An eminence, though fancied, turns the brain ; 
All vice wants helleboro ; but of all vioe 
Pride loudest calls, and for the largest bowl ; 51& 
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5, unlike all other vice, it flies, 

thd point in fancy most porsued. 

»ort applaose oblig^ the world in this ; 

ratify man's passion to refiise. 

»r honoor, wben assumed, is lost : 530 

Kxi men turn banditti, and rejoice, 

oali-K9,n, in plunder of the prond. 

igh somewhat disconcerted, steady still 

world's cause ; with half a face of joy, 

D ories, — * Bo, then, Ambition cas* ; 525 

)n's dearer far Stands unimpeach'd, 

easure ! proud Ambition ia her slave ; 

* he soars at great, and hazards ill ; 

r he figUtS| and bleeds, or ovcrcomes, 5!^ 

ves his way, wiUi crowns, to reach her smile. 
m resist her charms ?* — Or should ? Lorenzo ' 
nortal shall resist where angels yield ? 
'e*s the mistress of ethereal powers j 

• contend the ri'^al gods abovc ; 

-e*s the mistress of the world below, 535 

i\\ it is for man that Pleasure charms , 
ould all stagnate bot for Pleasuro's ray ! 
ould the frozen stream of action cease ! 
s the pulse of this so busy world ? 
ire of pleasure : that, through every yeln, 540 
i motion, warmth, and shuts out doath &om li& 
igh various are the tempers of mankind, 
*e's gay famlly holds all in chains. 
nost a0cct the black, and some the fair ; 
lonest pleasure court, and some obscene. 545 
res obscene are various, as the throng 
lions that can err in human hearts« 
e their objocts, or traosgress their bounds. 
you there's but onilS^horedom ? whoredom 
nn our reason licenses delight. 
oubt, Lorenzo ? — thou shalt doubt no vaon, 
ther chides tliy gallantries, yet hnf^s 
ly, jommnn harlot in the dark, ,_- 

lii» 
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A rank adultorer with others' gold ; 

And that hag, Vengcance, in a corner cbarma fiSft 

Hatred her brother has, as well as Lotc, 

W^here horrid epicures dobauch in blood. 

Whate*er tbe motive, Plcasure is the mark : 

For her the black assassin draws his sword ; 

For her dark statesmen trim their midnighit lamp, 500 

To which no single sacrtfice maj fall ; 

For her the saint abstains, the miser starvos ; 

The stoic prond, for Plcasure, pleasore icom*d ; 

For her Affliction's daughters grief indalge. 

And find, or hope, a luxury in team ; 065 

For her guilt, sUame, toil, danger, we deij. 

And, with an aim voluptuous, rosh on death : 

ThuB universal her despotic power ! 

And as her empire wide, her praise is just. 
Patron of Pleasure ! Doter on delight ! 570 

I am thy rival ; pleasure I profess : 
Pleasure the purpose of my gicomy song. 
Iloasure is nought but Virtue's gayer name ; 
I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low : 
Virtue the root, and pleasure is tho flower ; 575 

And honest Epicurus' foes were fools. 

But this Sounds harsh, and givos the wise ofience. 
If o'erstrain'd wisdom still retains tho name. 
How knits Austerity her cloudy brow, 
And blames. as hold and hazardous, the praise 588 
Of pleasure, to mankind unpraised, too dear ! 
Te modern stoics ! hear my sofl reply ; 
Their senses men will trust : we can't impose, 
Or, if we could, is imposition right ? 
Own honey sweet ; but, owning, add this sting, 685 
* When mixV* with poison it is deadly too.' 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be praised as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before disease .' 
What Nature loves is good, without our leaye ; 500 
And where no futnre drawback cries, * Bewir«,' 
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PleasnrO) though not from virtuc, should proyaii : 

*Tis balm to life, and gratitude lO Heaven. 

Uow cold OUT thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 

The love of pleasure is man^'s oldest born, 595 

Born in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 

Wisdom, her younger sisteri though more gravo. 

Was moant to minister, and not to mar, 

Imperial Pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo ! thou, her majesty's renown'd, 600 

Though uncoifl counsel, learned in the world ! 
Who thinkM thyself a Murray, with disdain 
Mayst look on me : yet, mj Demosthenes ! 
Canst thon plead Pleasure's cause as well as I ? 
Know*st'thou her nature, purpose, parentage ? G05 
Attend my song, and thou shalt know them all ; 
And know thyself ; and know thyself to be 
(Strange tmth !) the most abstemious man alive. 
Teil not Calista, she will laügh thee dead, 

Or send thee to her hermitage with L . 610 

Absurd presumption ! thou, who never knew*st 

A serious thonght ! shalt thou dare dream of joy ? 

No man e*er found a happy life by chance, 

Or yawn'd it into being with a wish : 

Or with a snout of grovelling Appetite 615 

E'er smelt it out, and grubb'd It from the dirt. 

An art it is, and must be leam'd ; and leam'd 

With unremitting eifort, or be lost, 

And leaves us perfeot blockheads in «mr bllss. 

The clouJs may drop dvjwn titles ano estates ; 620 

y^ 3alth may seek us ; but Wisdom must be sought ; 

Sought befi>re all ; but (how unlike all eise 

We seek on earth !) 'tis never sought in yain. [see : 

First, Pleasure's birth, rise, strength, and grandeur, 
Brought forth by Wisdom, nursed by Discipline, €25 
By Patience taught, by Perseverance CTown*d, 
She rears her head majestic ; round her throne^ 
Erected in the bosom of the just, 
Etch YiTtney listed, forms her manly guard. 
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For what are virtues ? (formidable name !) 630 

What but the founth,in or defenoe of joy ? 

Why then commanded ? need mankind commands, 

At once to morit and to make thoir bliss 1 — 

Great Legislator ! scarce so great as kind 

If men are rational, and love delight, 636 

Thy gracious law but flatters human choice : 

In the transgression lies the penaUy ; 

And they the most mdulge who most obey. 

Of Pleasure, next, the final cause exploro ; 
Its mighty purpose, its important end. 6M 

Not to turn human brutal, but to build 
Divinc on human, Pleasure came from HeaTcn : 
In aid to Reason was the goddess sent, 
To call up all its strength by such a charm. 
Pleasure, first, succours Virtue ; in return, 645 

Virtue gives Pleasure an eternal reign. 
What but the pleasure of food, friendship, faith, 
Supports life natural, civil, and divine ? 
'Tis from the pleasure of repast we live ; 
'Tis from the pleasure of applause we please ; 650 
Tis from the pleasure cf belief we pray 
(All prayer would cease, if unbelieved the prize ;) 
It serves curselves, our species, and oar God ; 
And to serve more is past the sphere of man. 
Glide then, for ever, Pleasure's sacrod stream ! 655 
Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
And fosters every growth of happy life ; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows, — but such 
As must be lost, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 

' What mean I by thy fall ?*— Thou'lt shortly m« 660 
While Pleasure's nature is at large display'd, 
Already sung her origin and ends : 
Those glorious ends by kind, or by degree, . 
When Pleasure violates, 'tis then a vice, 
And vengeance too ', it hastens into pain. ' 665 

From due re^eshment life, health, reason, joy ; 
From wild oxcess pain, grief, distraction, death ; yi 

/ 
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Heaven's justice this proclaims, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wish mj^ foe, 
Tfaan this füll draught of pleasure from a caek 670 
Unbroach'd by just authorily, ungaged 
Bj temperance, by reason unrefined ? 
A thousand demons lurk within the lee. 
Heaveiii others, and ourselves ! uninjured these, 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine : 675 
Angf^ls are angels from indulgence there. 
'Tis unrepenting pleasure makes a god ! 

Dost tiunk thyself a god from other joys ? 
A victim rather ! sbortly, sure to bleed. [fail ? 

The wrong must mourn. Can Heaven's appointments 
Can man outwit omnipotenoe ? strike out 681 

A self-wrottght happiness, unmeant by Hirn 
Who made ns, and the world we woüld enjoy ? 

Who forms an instrument ordains from whence 

Its di8m)nance or harmony shall rise. 685 

Heaven bid the soul this mortal firame inspire ; 

Bid Virtae*s ray divine inspire the soul 

With onpröcarious flows of vital joy ; 

And without breatfaing man as well might hope 

For life, as, without piety, for peace. 090 

' Is virtne^ then, and piety the same ?' — 

No ; piety is more ;- tis Virtue's source, 

Mother of every worth, as that of joy. 

Men of the world this doctrine ill digest ; 

They smile at piety, yet boast aloud 695 

* Good will to men/ nor know they strive to pari 

What Nature joins, and thus confute themselves. 

With piety begins all good on earth ; 

Tis the first bom of Rationality ! 

Conscience, her first law broken, wounded lies ; 700 

Enfbebled, lifeless, impotent to good. 

A feign'd aifection bounds her utmost power. 

Some we can*t love, but for the' Almighty's sake ; 

A foe to God was ne'er true friond to man. 
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Some sinister inteiit taints all he does, 705 

And in his kindest actions he's unkind. 

On piety humanity is built, 
And on humanity much happin^ss , 
And yet still moro on piety itself. 
A Boul in commerce with her God is heaven ; 710 
Feels not the tumults and the Bhooks of life, 
The whirls of passions, and the strokes of heart. 
A Deity believed, is joy be^^un : 
A Deity adored, is joy advanced ', 
A Deity beloved, is joy matured ! 715 

Each branch of piety delight inspires ; 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 
O'er Death's dark gulf, and all its horror hidet : 
Fraise, the sweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it sweeter stül : 720 

Prayer ardent opens Ueaven, lets down a stream 
Of glory on the consecrated hour 
Of man in audience with the Deity ! 
Who worships the great God, that instant joins 
The first in heaven, and sets his foot on hell. 7S5 

Lorenzo ! when wast thou at church before ? 
Thou think'st the Service long : but is it just P — 
Though just, anwelcome. Thou hadst rather tread 
Unhallow*d ground ; the Muse, to win thine ear, 
Must take an air lest solemn. She complies. 790 
Good Conscience ! «X the sound the world retlres ; 
Verse disafiects it, and Lorenzo smiles ', 
Yet has she her seraglio füll of charms, 
And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected ? is thy mind o'ercast ? 735 

Amid her fair ones thou the fairest chooso 
To chase thy gloom. — ' Go, fix some weighty trath; 
Chain down some passion ; do some generous good , 
Teach Ignorance to see, or Grief to smile ; 
Correct thy friend ; befriend thy grcatest foe ; 740 
Or, with warm heart and confidence divine. 
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Sprfn^ up, &nd lay streng hold on Him who m&de thee.* 
Thj gloom is scatter'd, sprightly spirits flow, 
Though ¥rither'd is thj vine, and ^Arp unstrung. 

Dost call tbe bowl, the viol, and cne dance, 745 
Ltoud mirtb, and laughter ? Wretched comforters ' 
Physicians ! more than half of thj disease ! 
Laughter, though never censured yet a^ sin, 
(Pardon a thought that only seems severe) 
Is half-immortal, is it much indulged. 750 

By Tenting spieen, or dissipating thought, 
It shows a scorner, or it makes a fool, 
And sins ; as hurting others, or ourselves. 
'Tis pride, or emptiness, applies the straw 
That tickles little minds to mirth elß^se ; 755 

Of grief approaching the portentous sign ! 
The house of laughter hiaJces a house of woe 
A man triumphant is a monstrous sight ', 
A man dejeeted is a sight as mean. 
What cause for triumph, where such ills abound ? 760 
What for dejectibn, where presides a Power 
Who call^d US into being — to be bless*d ? 
So grieve, as conscious grief may rise to joy 
So jo3% as conscious joy to grief may fall. 
Most true, a wise man never will be sad ; 765 

But neither will sonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A shallpw stream of happiness betray ; 
Too happy to be sportive, he's sereno. 

Tet wouldst thou laugh (but at thy own expense) 
This counsel stränge should I presUme to give— 770 
* Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay * 
There truths abound of sovereign aid to peace : 
Ah ! do not prize them less because inspired, 
As thou and thine are apt and proud to do. 
If not inspired, that pregnant pioge had stood^ 775 
Time*B t/easure ! and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou think*st, perhaps, thy soul alone at stake 
Alas ! — should men mistake thee ibi «uio^ , — 
Wbät man of taste for geniusi V\&^om, Vtxs^« 
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Thongh tender of tbj fiuaie, could interposo ? TBO 
Belleye me, senie, here, acta a double paxty 
And the tnie critic is a Christian too. 

But these, thou think'st, are gloomj paths to joj. 
Trae joy in sunshine ne*er was found at first. 
Thej first themselves offend Yfho greatly pleajMy 79B 
And travel only gives us sotind repose. 
Heayen sells all pleasure ; effort is the pricß. 
The joys of conquest are the joys of man ; 
And Glory the victorious laurel spreads 
O'er Fleasure's pure, perpetual, placid stream. 790 

There is a time when toil most be preferr'd, 
Or joy, by mistimed fondness, is undono. 
A man of pleasure is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blessM. 
False joys, indeed, are born firom want of thought ; 796 
From thought's fall beut and energy the tme ; 
And that demands a mind in equal poise, 
Remote firom gloomy grief and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happiness, 
But happiness that shortly must expire. 800 

Can joy, unbottom'd m reflection, stand ? 
And, in a tempest, can reflection live ? 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour ? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unnhock'd ? 
Or ope the door to honest Poverty ? 805 

Or talk with threatening Death, and not tum pale ? 
In such a world, and such a nature, these 
Are needful fimdamentals of delight : 
These fimdamentals give delight indeed ; 
Delight pure, delicate, and durable ; 810 

Delight unshaken, masculine, diyine ; 
A constant and a sound, but serious joy. 

Is Joy the daughter of Sevority ? 
It is : — ^yet far my doctrice from severe. 
< Rejoioe for ever :^ it becomes a man ; 811 

Ezalts, and sets him nearer to the gods. 
' Rejoice for ever (Nature cries,} Rejoice !' 
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And drinks to man in her nectareous cup, 

Miz'd np of delicates for evory sense ; 

To the greoX Founder of the bounteous feast 820 

DrinkB gloryi gratitnde, etemal praise ; 

And he that will not pledi^e her is a churl 

Hl finnlj to Bapport, good fullj taste, 

Is the whole science of felicity : 

Tet, eparingy pledge ; her bowl is not the best 825 

Mankind can boast.— ^' A rational repast, 

Ezertion, yigilance, a mind in arms, 

A militarj diacipline of thought, 

To foil temptation in the doubtful field, 

And eyer-waking ardonr for the right.' 83C 

'Tis these first givo, then guard a cheerfiil heart. 

Noughty that is right, think little ; well aware 

What Reason bids, 6od bids : by his command 
How aggrandized the smallest thing we do ! 
Thas nothing is insipid to the wise ; 835 

To thee insipid all but what is mad, 
JojB season'd high, and tasting streng of guilt. 
' Mad ! (thoa reply'st, with Indignation fired) 
Of ancient sages proud to tread the steps, 
I foUow Nature.'— Follow Nature still, 840 

Bot look it be thine own. Is Conscience, then^ 
No part of Nature ? is she not supreme ? 
Thoa regicide ! O ralse her from the dead ! 
Then fbllow Natnre, and resenible God. 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is pursned, 845 
Man*B nature is unnaturally pleased ; 
And what't unnatural is painful too 
At iuterrals, and must disgust e'en thee ! 
The Ikct thou know'st ; but not, perhaps, the cause. 
Virtue's^foondations with the'world's were laid : 850 
Heayen miz*d her with our make, and twisted close 
Her sacred interests with the stiings of life : 
Wbo Iveaks her awful mandate shocks himself^ 
BBt htitot seif: and is it greater pain 
17 



194 THE COMPLAINT. ». tul 

Oar Boal should murmur, or oar dust repine ? 866 
And one, in their etemal war, miist bleed. 

If one mu8t suffcr, wliich should lehüt bo spared i 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of senae : 
Ask, then, the Gout, what torment is in gfuih ? — 
The jojs of sense to mental jojs are mean : 8G0 

Senae on the present only feeds : the sool 
On past and futore fonges for joy : 
Tis hers, by retrospect, through time to ränge, 
And forward Time 's great sequel to sunrey. 
Could human courts take yengeance on the mind, 865 
Azes might rust, and racks and gibbets fall. 
Guard then thy mind, and leave the rest to Fate ! 

Lorenio ! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man i« dead who for the body live«, 
Lnred by the beating of bis pulse, to list 870 

With every lust that wars against bis peace. 
And sets bim quite at varianco with himself. 
Thyself first kuow, then love : a seif there is^ 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms : 
A solf there in, as fond of every vice, 875 

While every virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it, Justice robs, 
Bless'd Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays. 
And godlike Magnanimity destroys 
This seif, when rival to the former, scom ; 880 

When not Li competition, kindly treat, 
Defend it, feed it • — but when Virtue bids, 
Toss it or to the fowls or to the flames. 
And why ? *tis love of pleasure bids theo bleed ; 
Comply, or own self-love extinct, or blind. 886 

For what is vice ? — Self-love in a mistake : 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And virtue wliat ? 'tis Self-love ui her wits, 
Quite skilfiil in the market of delight. 
Self-love*8 good sense is love ofthat dread Power 890 
From whom hcrself, ajd all she can enjoy. 
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lelf-love is but disguised self-hate, 

lortal than the maiice of oor foes ; 

uite now scarce feit» thcn feit fuU Bore, 

leing ouraed, eztinction loud implored, 896 

ery thing preferr*d to what we are. 

bis self-love Lorenzo malles hi» choice, 

i this ohoice triumpbant, boaats of joy, 

bis want of bappiness betray'd 
ifiectioQ to the present bour ! 900 

ation wanderB &x a-field ; 
luxe pleaaes : wby ? tbe present pains.- 
lat's a secret. — ^Tes, wbicb all men knoWy 
low from tbee, discover'd unawares. 
aseless agitation ^restless rolls 905 

beat to cheat, impatieut of a pause. 
8 it t — 'Tis tbe cradle of the soul, 
nstinct sent, to rock her in disease, 

her pbysician, Reason, will not eure. 

ezpedient ! yet thy best ; and wbile 910 

rates thy pain, it owns it too. 
I are Lorenzo's wretcbed remedies ! 
3ak have remedies, the wise have joys. 
91 wisdom is superior bliss. 
hat sure mark distinguishes the ¥rise ? 915 

tent Wisdom evei wills tbe same ; 
ikle wish is ever on tbe wing. 
r herseif is Folly's character, 
3dom*8 is a modest self-i^>plause. 
Ige of evils is thy good supreme, 920 

t in motion canst thou find thy rest. 
greatest strength is shown in Standing stUl. 
st sure Symptom of a mind in bealth 
of heart, and pleasure feit at home. 
?leasare from abroad her joys imports ; 935 
rom within, and self-sustain'd, the true. 
ue is fix'd and solid as a rock ; 
ry the false, and tossing, as the wave. 

wild wanaerer on earth, like Cain *, 



196 THE COMPLAINT. f.tui 

That like the ftbled, self-enamoar'd boy, 990 

Home contemplation her supreme delight : 
She dreads an Interruption from withoat, 
Smit with her own condition, and the more 
Intenso she gazes, still it charms the more. 

No man is happj tili he thinks on earth 935 

There breathes not a more happy than himself : 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflows on all ; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here. 
Such ang^els all, entitled ta repose 939 

On Him who governs fate. Though tempöst frowns, 
Though Nature shakes, how soft to lean on Heaven ! 
To lean on Him on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and silent as the grave, 
They stand collecting every beam of thotig^ht, 
Till their hearts kindle with diyine deligh^ ; 945 

For all *heir thooghts, like angels, seen of cid 
In Israel's dream, come from, and go to heaven ; 
Hence are they studious of scqucster'd scenes, 
While noise and dissipation comfort thee. 

Were all men hap{>y, revelling6 would cease, 950 
That Opiate for inquietude wilhin. 
Lorenzo ! never man was truly bless'd, 
But it composed and gave him such a cast, 
As Folly might mistake for want of joy : 
A cast, unlike the triumph of the proud ; 955 

A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philander's spring ! 
A spring perennial, rising in the breast, 
And permanent as pure ! no turbid stream 
Of rapturous exultation, swelling high, 960 

Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while, 
Then sink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man who transient joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the stream ? 

Vain are all sudden sallies of delight, 965 

Con vulsions of a weak dVetenv^^x'^ \o^ . 
Joy's a fix'd state *, a tenout, \io\. ;i. ^mX.. 
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BUbs there is none but unprccarious bliss : 

That is the gern : seil all, and purcbase that. 

"Why go a-begging to contingencies, 970 

Not gain'd witb ease, nor safely loved, if gain'd ? 

At good fortoitous draw back, and pause ; 

Suspect it ; what thou canst ensure, onjoy ; 

And noiight, but wbat thou givest thyself, is eure. 

Reason perpetuates joy that Reason gives, 975 

And makes it as immortal as herseif: 

To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, eonscious Worth ! should absolutely reign, 
And other joys ask leave for their approach, 
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtain. 980 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils ; 
Nor tho least promise of internal peace ! 
No bosom-comfort ! or unborrow'd bliss ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward-bound, 985 
Mid Sauds, and rocks,and storms, to cruise for pleasure ; 
If gain'd, dear-bought ; and better miss'd than galn'd. 
Much pain must expiate what much pain procured, 
Fancy and Sense, from an infected shore, 
Thy cargo bring, and pe«tilence the prize, 990 

Then such thy thirst, (insatiable thirst, 
By fond indulgenoe but inflamed the more) 
Fancy still cruises, when poor Sense is tired. 

Imagination is the Paphiau shop 
Where feeble Happiness, like Vulcan, lame, 995 

ßids foul ideas, in their dark recess, 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires) 
With wanton art, those fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health. W3alth, aud famo. 
Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there are 
On angel-wing, descending from above ; 1001 

Which these, with art divine, would counter-work> 
And form celestial armour for thy peace. 
In thi« is seen Imagination's guilt *, 
17*' 



^ 
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Bat who can counl her follies ? she betrays tliee, lOOS 

To think in grandeur there is sometliing gntA, 

For works of curious art, and ancient fiune, 

Thy geniuB hungers, elegantly paiii*d, 

And foreign climes must cater for thy taste. 

Hence, what disaster ! — ^Though the price was paid, 

That penecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, 101t 

Whose foot, (ye gods !) thoogh cloyen, mnst ba k^d, 

Detain*d thy dinner on the Latian shore ; 

(Such 13 iie fate of honest Protestants !) 

And poor Magnificence is starred to death. 1015 

Hence just resentment, indignation, Ire !— 

Be pacified ; if ontward things are great, 

'Tis magnanunity great things to scom ; 

Pompous expcnses, and parades angnst. 

And Courts, that insalubrious soil to peace. 1090 

True happiuess ne'er enternd at an eye ; 

Tkue happiness residcs in things unseen. 

No smiles of Fortune evcr bless'd the had, 

Nor can her frowns roh Innocence of joys ; 

That jewel wanting, triple crowns are po<Nr : 1085 

So teÜ his Holiness, and be revenged. 

Fleasure, we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Onr only contest, what deserves the name. 
Give Fleasure's name to nought but what has pass'd 
The* authontic seal of Reason (which, like Torke, 1030 
Demurs on what it passes) and defies 
The tooth of Time ; when pass'd, a pleasnre still ; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 
And doubly to be phzed, as it promotes 
Ou» future, while it forms our present joy. 1035 

Some jnys the fulure overcast, and some 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity ) some give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful chapms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choico ? 1040 

Consult thy whole existence, and be safö ; 
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That ofaole will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the loBson, though my lecture long ; 
^ Be good* — and let Uea^en answer for the rett ! 

Tet, with a sigh o'er all mankind, I grant, 1045 
In thlB oor daj of proof, oar land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intenrene ; 
Clouds that obscure his sublunary day, 
Bat never conquer : e*en the best must own, 
Patience and Resignation are the pillars 1050 

Of human peace on earth : the pillars these. 
Bat those of Seth not raore remote from. theo, 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast leam'd, 
To frown at pleasure, and to smilö in pain. 
Fired at the prospect of unclouded blies, 1055 

Heaven in reversion, like the Sun, as yet 
Beneath the' horizon, cheers us in this world ; 
It sheds, on souls susceptible of light, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

^ This (says Lorenzo) is the fair harangue ! 1060 
But can harangues blow back streng Nature's stream, 
Or Stern the tide Heaven pushes through our Tcins, 
Which sweeps away man'r impotent resolves. 
And lays his labour lovel with the world ?' 

Themselves men i;iake their cc^Ament on mankind, 
And think nought is, but what they find at home : 1066 
Thus weakness to chimera tums the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Muse prescribed. 
Above,* Lorenzo saw the man of earth, 
The mortal man, and wretched was the sight. 1070 
To balance that, to comfort and exalt, 
Now see the man immortal : him, I mean, 
Who lives as such ; whose heart, füll beut on Heaven, 
Leans all that way, his blas to the stars. 
The world'ä dark shades, in contrast set, shall raise 
His iustre more > though bright, without a foil : 1076 
Observe his awful portrait, and admire ; 
Nor fltop at wonder ; Imitate , and Uve. 

* hl a former NigxiV, 
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Some angel guide my pencil, while I drawy 
What nothing less than angel can ezceed, 1060 

A man on earth devoted to the skies ; 
Like ships in seaB, while in» above the woxid 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him seated on a monnt serene, 
Above the fogs of Sense, and Fassion's storm ; 1065 
All the black cares and tumalts of this life, 
Like harmless thonders, breaking at his feety' 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth 's genuine sons, the sceptred and the sIet« 
A mingled mob ! a wandering herd ! he see«, 1090 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all nnlike ! 
His füll reverso in all ! what higher praise ? 
What stronger demonstration of the right P 

The present all their feare, the fotore his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 1095 

They give to Fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtuos vamish Nature, his exalt. 
Mankind's esteem they court, and he his own. 
Theirs the wild chase of false felicities ; 
His, the coraposed possession of the true. 1100 

Alike throughout is his consistent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; 
While party-colour'd shreds of happiness, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of Fortuno blows 1105 
The tatters by, and shows their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs : where they 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity. 
What makes them only smile, makcs him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees. 1110 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terrestrial worship as divine ; 
His hopes, immortal, blow them by as dust 
That dims his sight, and shortens his survey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound. IIIS 

Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 

y 

I 
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He lays a£ide to fii.d his dignity ', 

No dignitj thej find in aught besides. 

Thej triumph in externals, (which conceil 

Man's real glory) prouil of an eclipse : IDW 

Himself too mnch he prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 

Too dear he holds his mterest to neglect 

Another's weUare, oi his right invado 

Their interest, like a lic< lives on prey. 1125 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on HetTen, 

Nor stoops to think his injnrer his foe : 

Nought bnt what wofoxnA* His virtue woands his peace 

A cover'd heart their character defends ; 1130 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praisk.. 

"With nakedness his innoconce agrees, 

While their broad foliago testifif their fall. 

Their no joys end where his füll feast begins ; 

His joys create, theirs murd^r, future bliss. 1135 

7o triumph in existence his alone ; 

And his alone triumphantly to think 

His true existence is not yet begun. 

His glorious course was, yestorday, complete ; 

Death then was welcome ; yet lifo still is sweet. 1140 

£nt nothing charms Lorenzo like the firm 
Undaunted breast. — And whose is that high praise ? 
They yieid to pleasure, thoagh tb.ey danger brave, 
And show no fortitade bat in the field ; 
If there they show it, 'tis for glory shown ; 1145 

Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
A cordiaT his sustains, that cannot fail : 
By pleasure unsubdued, unbroke by pain, 
He shares in that Omnipotonce he trusts ; 
All bearing, all attempting, tili he fall ; J150 

And when he falls, writcs Vici on his shiold. 
From magnanimity all fear above ; 
From nobler recompense above applause, 
Which owes to man's short outlook all its charms. 
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Backward to credit what he 06*^01 feit, 1155 

Lorenzo cries, — ^ Where shines this miraclo ? 
From what root rises this immortal man ?' — 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground : 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the flower. 

He foUows Nature (not like thee)* and ahowi vf 
An uninverted System of a man. 1161 

His appeiite wears Reason's golden chain. 
And findS) in due restraint, its luxury. 
His passion, like an eagle well redaim'd, 
Is tanght to fly at nought bot infinite. 1165 

Patient his hope, nnanzioiui is bis care, 
His caution fearless, and hii gHef (if grief 
The gods ordain) a stranger to despeir. 
And why ? — because afTeotion, more than meet, 
His wisdom leaves not diseng^aged from Heayen. 1170 
Those secondary goods that smile on-eartb, 
He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 
They most the world enjoy wbo least admire. 
His understanding scapes the common cloud 
Of fumes arising from the boiling breaeft. ■ 1176 

His head is clear, because his heart is eoel, 
By worldly competitions uninflamed. 
The* moderate movements of his soul admit 
Distinct ideas, and matnred aebate, 
An eye impartial, and an even scale ; 1180 

Whence judgmcnt sound and unrepenting choice. 
Thus, in a double sense, the good aro wise ; 
On its Gwn dunghill wiser than the world. 
What, then, the world ? it must be doubly weak. 
Strange truth * as soon would they believe their creed. 

Yet thus it is, nor otherwise can be, 1186 

So far from aught ron.antic what I sing ; 
Bliss has no being, Virtue has no strength, 
But from the prospect of immortal life. 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs just the eame) 
Wlio care no farthor, must prize what it yields, 1191 

*Secpage 193, lineSl. 
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Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 

Who thinks earth nothing can*t its charms adinire ; 

He can*t a foe, though most malignant, hate, 

Because that hato would prove bis greater foe. 11)5 

'Tis hard for them (jet who so loudly boast^ 

Gk>od will to men ?) to love their dearest friend ; 

For may not he invade their good supreme, 

Wbere the least jealousy turns love to gall ? 

All shines to them, that for a season shines : 1200 

Each acty each thought he qaestions ; * What its weight, 

Iti colour what, a thounnd agns hence ?'— '^^ 

And what it there appem, he deenis it now ; 

Hence pure »re the iMiMMS of his soul. 

The godlike man has nothing to conceal ; 1805 

His yirtue, constitutienally deep, 

Has Habit's firmness, and Affection's flame : 

Angels» allied, descend to feed the fire, 

And Death, which others slays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenzo ! bigot of this world .' 1210 

Wont to disdain poor bigots, caught by Heaven ! 
Stand by dgf «corn, and be reduced to nought ! 
For what a<t thou ? — Thou boaster ! wbile thy glare, 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Like a broad mist, at distance, strikes us most, 12i5 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at band ; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and rises nearer to the akies ; 
By promise now, and by pcssession, soon 
(Too soon, too mnch, it cannot be) his own. 1220 

FroJi this thy just annihilation rise, 
Lorenzo ! rise to something, by reply. 
The world. thy öliont, listens and expects, 
And longs to crown thee with immortal praise^— 
Canst thou be silent ? no ; for wit is thine, 1225 

And Wit talks most when least she has to say, 
And Reason Interrupts not her career. 
She *11 say — ^that mists above the mountains rise, 
And with a thonsand pleasantries mniue ; 
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She '11 sparkle, puzzle, flutteri raise a dost, ISSf^ 

And fly conviction in the dust she laised. 
Wit, how delicious to man's daintj taste ! 
. 'Tis precions as the vehicle of sonse, 

But, as its Bubstitate, a dire disease. 

P«rnicious talent ! flatter'd by the world, 1835 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 

Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds ; 
' Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inf^ires 

The lucky flash ', and madness rarely fails. 

Whatevor cause the spirit strongly stirs 124D 

Confers the bays, sind rivals thy renown. 

For thy renown 'twere well wit this the worat ; 

Chance oflen hits it ; and, to pique thee more, 

See Dalness, blundering on yivacities, 

Shakes her sage head at the calamity 1245 

Which has exposed« and let her down to thee. 

But Wisdoin^ awfui Wisdom ! which inspects, 

Discems, compares, weigks, separates, infbrsy 

Soizes the right, and holds it to the last, 

How rare ! in Senates, synods, sought in Yain; 1250 

Or if thore found, 'tis sacred to the few ; 

While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 

Freqaent, as fatal, Wit. In civil life 

Wit makes an enterpriser, Sense a man. 

Wit hates authority, cnnimotion loves, 1355 

Ajid thinks herself the üghtning of the storm. 

In States 'tis dongoroos ; in religion, deatb. 

Shall Wit turn Christian when the dull beliere ? 

Sense is our helraet, Wit is but the plume , 

The plume exposes, 'tis our helmet saves. 12G0 

Sense is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound } 

When cut by Wit it casts a brighter beam ', 

Tet Wit apart, it is a diamond still. 

Wit, widow'd of good senso, is worse than nooght; 

It hoists more sail to ruu against a rock. 1165 

Thus a half Chesterfield is quite a fool, 

\^liom dull fools scorn sid bless tlieir want of wit 
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dinous the rock I warn theo shun, 
irent fit, to fing theo to thy Ate ! 
wliich <mr reason bears no part, 1270 

lorrow, üekling ere it stings. 
Jie eooingfl of the world allore thee ; 
f lier loyers ever fbond her tme ? 
«f Ulis bad world who little know : — 
we miich must know her, to be rafe. 1275 
• the world, not lovc her, is thy point ; 
8 bot li*t!e; nor that little long. 
, I grant, a trinmph of the pulse, 
of spirits, a mere froth of joy, 
ightless agitaüon's idle chUd, 1280 

atles high, that sparkies, and expires, 
the soal more yapid than before ; 
al Ovation ! such 4ls holds 
lercb.with our reason, but subeists 
B, throagh the well toned tubes, well strain'd; 
lachine ! scarce ever tnned aright } 1286 

in it jars-— thy sirens sing no more ; 
ee is (*one ; the demi-god is {hrown 
Mtheosis !) beneüth the man, 
-d gloom immersed, or feil despair. 1290 

ou yet duU enough despair to dread,^ 
tle at destruction ? if thou art, 
. bockler, take it to the field ; 
of battle is this mortal lifo !) 
inger threatens, >ay it on thy heart, 1295 
■entence proof against the world. 
3dy, fortnne ; every good pertain» 
if these ; but prixe not all alike ; 
La of fortune to thy bo<iy*s health, 
■oul, and soul submit to Ood * 1300 

thou build lasting happiness ? do thii : 
erted pyramid can never stand. 
> truth doubtful ? it outshines the Sun ', 
I Sun shines not but to show oj this, 
(le lesson of mankind on earth : 1905 

18 
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And jet — ^yet what ? No newi ! mankmd im txmd ', 

Such mightj nombers Ust agaixMt the right, 

(And what can't nambers, when bewitch'd, achiar« } 

They talk themselves to Bomething like belief 

That all earth's joy« are theirs ; aa Athens' tbok 1310 

Grinn*d from the port, on eyory aail his own. 

They giin, bat wherefore ? and how loii|^ the kmk? 
Half ignorance their mirth, and half a lia. 
To cheat the world, and cbeat themwlTea, they mfla: 
Hard either task ! the moat abandon*d own 1315 

That others, if abandon^d, are nndone ; 
Then for themseWes, the moment Reaaon wakaSi 
(And Proyidence denios it long repoae) 
O how laborioua ia their gaiety ! 
They scarce can awallow their ebullient spleeDy 13S0 
Scarce muater patience to Bupport the farce, 
And pump sad langhter tili the cortain faila» 
Scarce did I say ? some cannot sit it out ; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And show us what their joy by their deipair. 1385 

The clotted hair ! gored breast ! blaapheming eye ! 
fts impious fury still alive in death ! 
Shut, shut the shocking scene. — ^Bat Heaven deniaa 
A Cover to such guilt, and so shonld man. 
Look roiind, Lorenzo ! see the reeking blade, 1330 
The' envenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and suffocating stream; 
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decayi, 
From raging riot^ (slower suicides !) 
And pride in these, more exeerable still ! 1336 

Kow horrid all to thought ! — bat horrors, theae, 
That vouch the trath, and aid my feeble aong. 

From vice, sense, fancy, no. man can be bleaa'd • 
Dliss is too great to lodge within an hoor : 
When an immortal being aims at bliss, 1340 

Duration is essential to the name. 
O for a joy from reasoa ! joy from that 
Which makes man man, and, exarcised aright^ 
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WiU make him more : a bounteoas joy ! that gives 
And promiies ; that weaves, with art divine, 1345 
The richeit prospeet into present peace : 
A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
With throne« ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy high-privileged from chance, time^ death ! 
A joy which <leath shall double^ judgment crown 
Crown*d higher, and still higher, at each stage, SS51 
Tlirough bleM*d Eternity's long day, yet still 
Not more reniote from sorrow than &im him, 
Whose lavish band, whoee love stupendous, ponrs 
So mach of Deity on guilty dnst. 1355 

There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there, 
Where not thy presence can improve my Uiss ! 

Affects not this the sages of the world ? 
Can nought affeet them, bat what fools them too ? 
Etemity, depending on an hour, 1360 

Makes serious thought man's wisdom, joy, and praise. 
Nor need you blush (thoogh sometimes yoar dosign^i 
May shun the light) at your designs on Heaven ; 
Sole point ! where overbashful is your blame. 
Are you not wise ? — you know you are : yet hear 1365 
One truth, amid your numerous schemes mislaid, 
Or overlook'df'or thrown aside, if seen ; 
* Our schemes to plan by this World, or the nezt, 
Is the sole diffsrenoe between wise and fooL* 
All worthy men will weigh you in this scale * 1370 
What wonder then, if they pronounce you light ? 
fi their esteem alone not worth your care ? 
Aoeept my simple scheme of common sense, 
Thofl save your fiune, and make two worlds your owa. 

The World replies not ;*-but the world persists, 1375 
And puta the cause ofFto the longest day, 
Planning eyasions for the day of doom : 
So fiu*, at that rehearing, from redress, 
They then tum witnesses against themselves. 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wise to-morrow. 1380 
Haste, haste ' a man, by nature, is in haste ; 
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For who shall amiwer for another honr ? 
'Tis highly pmdent to make one sore friend, 
And that thoa canst not do, this aide the skies. 

Ye Bona of Eorth ! (nor wUling to be more !) 1385 
Slnce verae you thiok firom prieatcraft aomewbat fireei 
Thusy in an age ao gay, the Muse plain tnitlu 
(Traths which, at church, you might have heard in proae) 
Has ventured into tight, well pleaaed the vene 
Should be forgot, if you the trutha retain, 1390 

And crown her with your «reKare, not yonr prtiae. 
But praiae aho need not fear : [ aee my fate. 
And headlong leap, like Curtiua, down- the gal£ 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Must die, and die un^rept ; O thou miiiute 1396 

Devoted page ! go fbrth among thy fbea ; 
Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 
And die a double death : mankind, incensed, 
Denies thee long to live ; nor ahalt thou reat 
When thou art dead ; in 9tygian ahadea arraign'd 
By Lccifer, aa traitor to hia throne, 1401 

And bold blaaphemer of hia friend, — the World ! 
The World, wLoae legiona cost^him slonder pay, 
And volunteers around hia bannei awarm ; 
Prudent, aa Prusaia in her zeal for Gaul. 1405 

* Are all, then, fools ?' Lorenzo criea. — Yes, all 
But auch aa hold this doctrine (new to thoe,) 
* The mother of true wiadom u the wUl :' 
The neblest intellect, a fool without it. 
World-wisdom much haa done, and more may do» 1410 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peaoe ; 
But art and science, like thy wealth, will leaye thee, 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the most indulgence can afford,-*— 
' Thy wisdom all can do but — make thee wiao.* 1415 
I,'ur think this censuro ia severe on thee : 
Satan, thy master, I dare call a dunce. 
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NIGHT ES. 



COHTAINlNGy AMOKG OTHER THINGS, 

I A MO&AL BUEVET OF THE NOGTÜRNAL HBAVEN& 
IL A NIGHT ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

HCMBLT INSCRIBED 

TO HI9 GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE. 

-— — Faüs contraria fata rependens. Vvcg. 

An when r tratelleri a long daj pasa*d 
In painfnl search of wfaat he cannot find, 
At night's aprproach, content with the nezt eot| 
There ruminates a while hie labo^r lost } 
Then, cheers his heart with what bis fate affbrdi, 6 
And chants his sonnet to deceive the tune, 
Till the doe season calls him to repose ; 
Thiis I, long traverd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with tho rest, the,giddj maze, 
Where Disappointment smiles at Hope's career, 10 
Wam'd by the languor of life's evening ray, 
At length have honsed me in an humble shed, 
Where, futore wandering banieh'd frdm my thought, 
And waiting, patient, the sweet hoiir of rest, 
I chase the moments with a serious song. 15 

Song sooths oor pains, and age bas pains to sooth. 
Whenage, care, crim^ and friends erobraced at heart, 
iö* 
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Tom from ray bleeding broast, and death*i dark ihadei 
Which hovers o'er me, quench Ihe' etherial fire, 
Canst thou, O Night ! iDdulge one labour man ? 90 
One labour more indulge ! thea aleep) mj atraiii * 
Tilli haply, waked by RaphaePs golden Ijre, 
Where night, death, age» carO) crime, and aorrow ceiWi 
To bear a part in everlasting layi ;; 
Though far, far higher set ; in aim, I tnist, S5 

Symphonious to this humblo prelude here. 

Pias not the Miise asserted pleasures pure, 
Liko those abovei explodiog other joys ? 
Weigh what was orged, Lorenzo ; fairly weighi 
And teil me, hast thou cause to triumph itill ? 90 
I think thou wilt forbear a boast so bold : 
But if, beneath the favour of mistake, 
Tby smile's sincere ; not more sincere can be 
Lorenzo's sreile, than my compossion for him. 
The sick in body call for aid ; the sick 35 

xn mind are covetous of more disease ; 
And, when at worst, they dream themselVes qaite welL 
To know ourselves diseased is half our eure. 
When Nature's blush by custom is wiped off. 
And Conscience, dcaden'd by repeated strokea, 40 
Has into manners naturalizcd our crimes, 
The curse of curses is our curse to love ; 
To triumph i:n the blackness of our guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepost jet,) 
And tkrow aside our senses with our peace. 45 

But, grant no guilt, no shame, no least alloy ; 
Grant joy and glory quite unsullied shone ; 
Tety still, it ili deserves Lorenzo's heart. . 
No joy, no glory glitters in thy sight, 
But, through the thin partition of an houTi GO 

I sei its sables wove by Destiny ; 
And that in sorrow buried, this in shame ; 
While howling furies ring the doleful knell, 
And Conscience, now so sofl thou scarce canit haar 
üar wfaisper, echoes her «tarnal peal. 55 
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Where tke prime actors of the last year*i Mene ; 
Thcir port so proud, their buskin, and their plume ? 
flow many sleep, who kept the world awake 
With lastre and wiih noise ! Has Death prodaim^ 
A truce, and hang his sated lance on high ? 60 

*Tis brandish'd still, nor shall the present year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or soread, of feeble lifo, a thinner fall. 

But needless monuments to wake the thought ; 
J Jfe*8 gayest soehes speak man's mortality, 6S 

Though in a style more florid, fuU as piain 
As raausdeuras, pyrainids, and tombs. 
What are onr noblest omaments, but Deaths 
Tum'd. flatterers of Life, in paint or marblo^ 
The well stain'd canvass, or the featured stone ? 70 
Cur fathers graeo, or rather haunt, the sceae : 
Joy peoples her pavilioa from the dead. 

' Profess^d dirersions ! cannot these escape ?*—» 
Far from it : these present us with a shroud, 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 75 

As some hold plunderers fbr buried wealth» 
We ransack tombs for pastime ; from the dust 
Call up the sleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The scene for our amusement. How like godi 
We sit ; and, wrapp'd in immortality, 60 

Shed generous tears on wretches born to die ; 
Their ikte deploring, to fbrget our own ! 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our Urem . 
But egacies in blossom ' Oar lean soil, 
auxuriant growh, and rank in vanities, 85 

Trom friends interr'd beneath, a rieh manura ? 
Like other wonns, we banquet on the dead ; 
Like other worms, shall we erawl on, nor know 
Our present frailties, or approaching fate ? 

Lorenzo ! such the glories of the world ! 
What is the world itself ? thy world ?— «gray«. 
Where is the dust that has not been alive ? 
The spade« the plough disturb our ancestora. 
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From naman raould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth'i hoUow surface shakes, 9S 
And is the ceiling of her sloeping son«. 
O'er derastation we blind revels keep : 
Whole buried towns suppprt the dancer'i heol. 
The meist of human frame the Sun ezhalei ; 
Winds scatter, through the tnighty Toid, the dry : 
Earth repossesses part of what she gave, m 

And the freed spirit mounts on wings of fire : 
JbUich element partakes our scatter'd.spoils, 
As Nature wide our ruins spread. Man'i death 
inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 105 

Nor man alone ; his breathing bust expires ', 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : whoro, now, 
The Roman ? Greek ? they stalk, an empty name ! 
Yet few regard them in this useful light, 
Though half our leurning is their epitaph. HO 

When down thy vale, unlock'd by mldnight thought, 
That loves to wander in thy sunless realms, 

I>eath ! I Stretch my view, what yisions rise ! 
What triumphs ! teils imperial ! arts divine I 

In wither d laureis glide before my sight ! Ilg 

What lengths of far famed ages, billowed high 

With human agitauen, roll along 

In unsubstantial images of air ! '^ 

The melancholy ghosts of dead Renown, 

Whispering faint echoes of the world's applaose, 120 

With penitential aspect, as they pass, 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride ; 

The wisdom of the wise, and prancings of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the rest above, 
Of ghastly nature, and enormous size, 125 

One form assaults my sight, and chills my blood. 
And shakes my firame. Of one departed World 

1 «ee the mighty shadow : oo^ wreath 

And dismal sea-weed crown her : o'er her um 
Reclined, she weeps her desolated realms, 130 

And bloated sons ; and, weeping, prophenec 
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Another*» dissolution, booh, in flames : 
But, like Cassandra, prophesies in Tain : 
In vain to manj ; not, I tnist, to thee. 

For, know'st thou not, or art thou loath to know, 
The great decree, the coonsel of the akies? 136 

Deluge and Conflagration, dreadfol povrera ! 
Prtmo ministen of vongeanee ! chain'd in cavea 
Distinct, apart, the giant foriea roar ; 
Apart, or such their faorrid rage for ruin» 140 

In matual conflict would they rise, and wage 
Kternal war, tili one was quite devour'd. 
But not for this ordain'd their botmdless rag? 
When Heareü's inferior instrumenta of wri.ti^ 
War, ßimine, pestilence, are 'brind too weak 145 

To scourge a world for her e ^^rmous erimes, 
These are let loose altemate : down they rosh, 
Swift and tempestuons, from the' eternal throne, 
With irresistible oommission arm'd, 
The World, in vain corrected, to uestroy ; 150 

And ease Creation of the shocking acene. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man ? 
The fate of Natare, as übt man her birth. 
Earth's actors change Earth's transitory scenes, 
And make Creation groan with humau guilt. 155 

How mnst it groan, in a.new deluge whelm'di 
Biit not of waters ! At the destined hour, 
By the loud trumpet summon'd to the Gharge, 
See all the formidable sons of fire, 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, pUy 100 
Their Tarious engines : a^l at once disgorge 
Their blazing mi^^azines ; and take, by storm, 
This poor terrestrial citadel of man« 

Amazing period ! when each moontain height 
Oatburns Vesuvius ; rocks eternal pour 166 

Their melted mass, as rivers once they poiir*d ; 
Stars rush^ and final Ruin fiercely drivos 
Her ploughshare o*er Creation ! — ^whilß aloft, 
More than astonishmont : if more can be * 
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Far othor firmament ihan e'er was leeD, 139 

Than e*er was thoaght bj man ! far otlier sUx» I 

Stars animate, that govem those of fire ; 

Far other sun !-— a Sun, Ö how nnlike 

The Babe at Bethlehem ! how uullke the Man 

That groan'd oik Calvary ! — ^yet Ue it is ; 175. 

That JÜf an of sorrows ! O how changed ! whaft fioaip 

In grandeur terrible all Heaven descends l 

And gods, ambitious, triumph in his traut. 

A swift archangel, with his golden wing» i 

As blots and clouds that darken and disgraoa . 191 ''^ 

The scene divine» sweeps stars and sons aside. ( 

And now, all dross removed, Heaven's own pur« ig^ 

Füll on the confines of our ether flamesi 

While (dreadful contrast !) fiur, how fiur beneath ! 

Hell, bnrsting, belches forth her blazing aeas 18S 

And storms sulphureous ; her voracions jaws 

Expanding wide, and roaring for her pr^y. 

Lorenzo i welcome to tbis scene ; the last 

In Naturc's conrse, the first in Wisdom's thonght. 

This strikes, if aught can strike thee ; this awakec 190 

The most supine ; this snatches man ff om death. 

Ronse, rouse, Lorenzo ' then, and fbllow me, 

Where truth, the most momentous man caa hear, 

Loud calls my soul, and ardour wings her flight. 

I find my Inspiration in my theme : 19S 

The grandeur of my subject is my Muse. 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapp'd in peaoOi 
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
To give more dread to man's most dreadful hour ; 
At midnight, 'tis presumed, this pomp will burtt 900 
From tenfold darkness, sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel ; from nitrous grain the blaie. 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no more ! 
The day is broke, which never more shall eloae ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazeraeut all ) 906 

Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeuri and oor World od fire ^ 



THE CONSOLATION. 216 

rature stnigglin^ in the pangs of death ! 
theo not hear her ? dost thou not dcplore 
itrong convuliions, and her final^groan ? 210 
re ara we oow ? Ah me ! the ground ia gone 
'hieb we atood, Lorenzo ! while thou mayat, 
de more firm aupport, or sink for ever ! 
re ? how ? from whence P Voin hope ! it ia too late ! 
•«, where, for aheiter, aball the guUty fly, 215 
1 conatemation tarna the good man pale ! 
Bat day ! for which all other d&ya were made , 
fhich earth roae from Chaos, man from earth, 
m eternity , the date of gods, 
mded on poor earth-created man ! 220 

t day of dread, decision, and despair ! 
»oght of theo each anblunary wiah 
jo ita eager graap, and dropa tho world, 
»tchea at each reed of hope in Heaven. 
9iight of thee ! — and art thoa absent then ? 225 
ISO ! no ; 'tia here ; — ^it ia begun :— 
dy ia begun the grand asaize,' 
ie, in all : deputed Conscience acalea 
[read tribunal, and forestals oiir doom ; ^ . 
tala, and, by foreatalling, provea it aure. 880 
on himaelf ahould man void jndgment paai ? 
s Nature laughing at her aons •; 
Conacience sent, her aentence will auppo^, 
!}od above aaaert that Grod in man. 
riee happy they ! that enter now the court 236 
Bn opens in their boaoms : but how rare, 
e ! tiiat magnanimity, how rare ! 

hero, like the man who Stands himself ; 
darea to meet bis naked heart alone ; 
beara Intrepid the füll Charge it brings, 241 

▼ed to silence future murmurs there ! 
loward flies, and, flying, ia undone. 
Jiou a Goward ? no :) the coward fiiea *, 
V, bat tbinkB alighily ; aska, but feaia U> Yxio« 

WUt ia trutb V with PUate, and T«lu«t *, ^^A^ 



a;6 THE CONSOLATION. ». » 

pissolves the court, and miti^lef with the throii|f s j 

Asylum sad ! from Reason, Uope, and Meaven. ^jj 

Shall all but man look out with ardent eye 
For that great day whioh was ordain'd tbr man ? 

day of consummation ! mark supreme S6(^ 
(if men are wise) of haman thought ! nor loaat 

Or in the sight of angols, or thoir King *. 

Angela, whose radiant ciroles, height o'er hei|r]it, 

Order o'er order rising, blaze o'er blase, 

As In a theatre, Surround tliis scene, 9BI^ 

Inteot ou man, and anxious for his &te. 

Angels look out for theo ; fbr thee, their Lord, 

To yindicate his glory ; and for thee 

Creation universal calls aloud 

To disinvolve the nioral world, and give 900 

To Nature's rsnovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alono, whöse fate, whoee final ftte, 
Hangs on that honr, exclude H from his thonght ? 

1 think of nothing eise ; I see ! I feel it ! 

All Nature, like an earth quake, trembling round ! S65 

All deities, like summer's swarms, on wing * 

All bwking in the füll meridian blaze ! 

I aee the judge enthroned ! the flaming guard ! 

The volu:::rc open'd ! open'd every heart ! 

A sunbean« pointing out each secret thonght * S90 

No patron ! intercessor dop^ < now pass'd 

The sweet, the dement, raediatorial hour ! 

For guUt no plea ! to pain no pause ! no bonnd I 

Inexorable all ! and all extreme ! 

Nor man alono : the fbo of God and man, S75 

From his dark den, blasphoming, drags bis chün, 
And rebxs his brazen front, with thunder scarr'd, 
Receives his sentence, and begins liis hell. 
All vengeance nast, now, seems abundant gnoa. 
Like meteors in a stormy sky, how roll S99 

His balefu! eyes ! hc curses whom he dreads, 
And deems it the first moment of bis &11. 

Tis present to niy. thonght *— and yet where ii it ? 
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Angeli ean't teil me ; angels cannot ^ew 

^be period, from created beings look'd 98b* 

In darknoM ; bat tbe process and tbe |»lace 

Are leM obscure ; for these may man inquiie. 

8ajy thon great close of human hopes and fear« ! 

Great key of hearts ! ^eat finisher of fates ! 

Great end ! and great beginning ! say, where art thon ? 

Art thou m time, or in etemity ? 29X 

Nor in etemity nor time I find thee : 

These, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 

(Monarchs of all elapsed or nnarrived !) 

Ab in debate, how best their powers allied 3d6 

May Bvrell the grandeur, or discharge the wrath 

Of him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this Tast &bric for him boilt (and doom*d 
With him to fall) now bursting o'er bis head, 
His lamp, the Sun, extingaish'd, from beneath 300 
The frown of hideous darkness calls bis sons 
From their long slumber, from earth's heaving womb| 
To second birth ' contemporaf y throng I ' 
Roosed at one call, npstarted from one bed, 
Fi*es8'd in one crowd, appall'd with onQ anumi- . 906 
He turns them o*er, Eternity ! to thee : " ^ 

Then (as a king depoeed disdaios to live) 
He fidls on his own scythe, nor fklls alone ; 
His greateet foe falls with him ; Time, and he 
Who murder'd all Time's offippring, Death, expir« 310 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone ! 
Awfnl Etemity ! offended queen ! 
And her resentment to mankind how just ! 
With kind intent, soUciting access, 
How often has ^e knock'd at human hearts ! 315 
Rieh to repay their hospitality, 
How often call*d ! and with the voica of God ! 
Tet bore repulse, excluded as a cheat 1 
A dream ! whUe foulest fees found welcome theie! 
A dream, a theat, now all things but her smile. 320 

For, lo ! her twtee teo thousand gatet thrown wide, 
19 
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As thrioe from Indus to the Frozen pole, 

With banners Streaming as tbe comet*« blas«, 

And clarions louder than the deep in storms, 

Sonorous as immortal breatk can blow, 9BB 

Poiir forth their myriads, potentate«, and powen, 

Ot'lighty of darkneds, in a niLdle field, 

Wide as creation ! populoos as wide ! 

A neutral region ! there to mark the* eTant 

Ofthat frreat drama, whose precoding seesmi 330 

Detain*d them close spectators, throogh a lettgth 

Of ages, ripening to this grand resnlt ; 

Ages as yet uinumber*d but bj God, 

Who noWy pronouncing sentence, Tindiomtefl 

The rights of virtue, and bis owb renown. 388 

Etemity, the various sentence pass'd, 
Assigns the sever'd throng distinct abodes, 
Sulphureons or ambrosial. What onsues ? 
l%e deed predominant f the deed of deeds ! 
Which makds a hell of hell, a heaven of heayen. 9M 
The goddessy with determined aspect, tunui 
Her adamantine key's enormous size 
Tbrongh Destiny's ineztricable wards, 
Deep ^iving every holt on both their fat«*« ; 
Then, frora the crystal battlements of heaven, 945 
Down, down she hurls it through the dark prcfovnd, 
Ten thousand thousand fathom, there to met, 
And ne'er uidock her resolution more. 
The deop resounds, and hell, through all her gloentfi 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. SM 

O how unlike the chorus of the skies ! 
O how unlike those shouts of joy, that sbake 
Tbe whole ethereal ! how the coneave ringt ! 
Nor Strange ! when deities their voice ezalt } 
And loudor iar than when Creation rose, 
To see Creation*s godlike aim and end, 
So weil aeoompliKh'd ! so divinely oloeed ! 
To see the mighty Dramatist's last aet 
(^s meet) in glory rising o*er the reit 



^•s.. 
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)d Gh)d ; a God, indeed, deseendi, 360 

all knots ; to strike the morai home ; 
' füll day on darkest Bcenea of time ; 
commendi ezalt, and crown the whoU. 
i one peal of load, etemal praise, 
m*d ipoctaton thander their applaote, 36( 
yast Toid beyond applavse resouads. 
Jien am I ? — 

Amidst applaading worlda, 
08 celestial, is there found on earth - 
ly dissonant, rebellious string, 
rs in the grand chorus, and complains ? 370 
sn thee, Lorenzo ! I suspend, 
it on myself ; how greatly dne ! 
right, by God ordainM or done ; 
, but God. resunied the friendi^ He gaye ? 
1 1 been comptaining, then, so long f 37$ 
ing of his fayours, pain and death ? 
hout Pain*B adyice, wovld e*er be good ? 
hout Death, but would be good in yain ? 
save from pain ; all punishment 
für peace } and death to saye from death ; 
ad death to guard immortal life ; 881 

the careless, the presumptnous awe, 
the tide of souls another way ; 
me tendemess diyine ordain'd 
ited Eden, and high-bloom'd for man 385 
Cden, endless, in the skies. 
1 gives US friends to bloss the present seene ; 
them, to prepare us for the next. 
latural are moral goods ; 
line indulgence, on the whole. 300 

unhappy ', all haye canso to smile, 
as to themselyes that cause deny. ■ 
B are at the bottom of onr pains : 
ict, or judgment, is the scurco 
8 sighs. We sin, or we mistake ; 
ire taZ| when false opinion lUiigs. 
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Let impiousgrief b6 oanith'd, joj iodulged ; 

But ohieflj then, when Grief puU in her daim. 

Joj from the joyocui frequentlj betrays. 

Oft livet in vanitj, and diei in woe. 401 

Joj amidtt illi, oorroborates, ezalto ; 

'Tia joj and conqnett ; joj and YirtiM too. 

A noble fortitode in illa delights 

Heaven, earth, ourseWes ; 'tis dotj, gloiyi p«aiM ! 

Affliction ia the good man's ihining acene, KS 

Prosperitj conceals hia brighteat ray. 

As night to stars, woe lustre gives to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilota in the ftornii 

And virtue in calamities, admire. 

The crown of manhood is a winter joj ; 410 

An evergreen that Stands the noithem Uast, 

And blossoms in the rigour of our fiUe. 

• Tis a prime part of happiness, to know 

How much unhappiness must prove oor lot ; 

A part which few posseas ! TU paj life's tax, 415 

Without une rebel murmur, from thia hoor, 

Nor think it misery to be a man ; 

Who thinks it is, shall never be a god. 

Some iUs we wish for, when we wish to liye. 

What spoke proud Passion ? — * Wish mj being loft?**^ 
Presumptuous ! blasphemous ! absurd ! and falae ! 481 
The triumph of mj soal is, — ^that I sm ; 
And therefore that I may be — what ? Lorenxo ! 
Jjook inward, and look deep ; and deeper still ; 
ITiifathomably deep our treasure runs, 4SS 

In golden veins, throcgh all eternity ' 
Ages, and ages, and succeeding still 
New ages, where this phantom of an hoor, 
Which Courts, each night, duU slumber for repair» 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praiae, 430 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if dcserved) by Heaven*s redundant love, 
Made half-adoTab\e \\A«i\S, ^oi« \ 
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And find, in adoraüon, endleu joj ! 

Where thou, not nuuiter of a moment her«, 435 

Fr&U u the flower, and fleeting as the gale, 

Mayit boast a whole otemitj, enrich'd 

With all a kind Omnipotence crn pour. 

Since Adam feil, no mortal uninspired 

Has ever yet conceived, or ever shall, 440 

How kind is God, how great (if good) is man. 

No man too largely from Heaven's love can hope, 

If what 18 hop6d ho labours to secure. [Theo , 

Eis! — there are none: AU gracious! none from 

From man füll many i Numerous is the race 445 

Of blaskest ills, and those immortal too, 

Bogot by Madness on fair Liberty, 

Heaven's daughter, hell-debanch'd ! her band alone 

Unlocks destruotion to the Bons of men. 

Fast barr'd by thine ; Iiigli-wall'd with adamant, 450 

Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 

And cover'd with the thunders of thy law, 

AVhose threats are mercies, whose injunctionf gnides, 

Assisting, not restrainliig Reason's choice ; 

Whose sanctions, unavoidable results 455 

From Nature's coorse, indulgently reveal'd ; 

If nnreveal^d, more dangerous, nor less sure. 

Thas an indulgent father wams bis sons, 

' Do this, fly that ;' — ^nor always teils the cause ; 

Pleased to reward, as duty to bis will, 400 

A conduct needfal to their own repose. 

Great God ef wonders ! (if, thy love survey'd, 
Aught eise the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are these on which to build oor tniit ! 
Thy ways admit no blemish ; none I find ; 465 

Or this alone, — ^That none is to be foond : 
Kot one, to soften Censare's hardy crime ; 
Not one, to palliate peevish Grief s complaint, 
Who, like a «lomon, mnrmaring firom the dust, 
Vareg into jadgment call her jndge. — 3iU(!C«iiift\ VI^ 
For aJJ J blem Thee ; uumi for tVw M^eio •, 

19 -• 
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Hör death* — my own at band — the fierj ^nlf, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 
It thunders ; — but it tbonders to preaenre ; 
1t strengthens wbat it strikes ; its wholeaome dread 
Avorts the dreadcd paln * its hideoas jproans 476 

Join heaven's sweet hallelujahs in thy praise^ 
Great Sourco of good alone ! how kind in all ! 
Ir vengeance kind ! pain^ deatb, Gehena, save ! 

Thu8, in thy world material, mighty Mind ! i8(l 
Not that alone which solaces and shines, 
Tho rough and gloomy^ challenges our praiae. 
Tho winter is as needful aa the spring ; 
The thundor as the sun. A stagnate mase 
Of vapours breeds a pestilential air . 466 

Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To Nature's heolth, than purifying storraa. 
The dread volcono ministers to good ; 
Its smotherM ilamea might undermine the world. 
Loud i&tnas fulminate in love to man : 49C 

Comots good omens are, when duly Bcann*d ; 
And, in their use, eclipses learr to shine. 

Man is responsible for ills received ; 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band, 
Compeird to refuge in the right, for peace. 49£ 

Amid my list of blessings infinite 
Stand this the fi>remost, ^ That my heart haa bled.' 
Tis Heaven*a last efibrt of good will to man. 
When pain can't bloss, Heaven quits ua in despair ! 
'U'ho fkils to grieve, when just occasion calls, 50( 
Or grieves too mnch, deserves not to be blesa'd ; 
Inhu man^ or effeminate, bis heart. 
Reason absdrea the grief which reason enda. 
May Heaven nfl'er trust my friend with happineas, 
Till it haa tanght him how to bear it well 50^ 

By prerioni pain, and made it aafe to smile } 
8h6h nnilea aie mlne, and anch may they renuÜA, 



THE CONSOLATION. 223 

My change of heart a change of style demands ; 
The Ckinsolation cancels the Complaint, 510 

And makes a convert of my guiltjf song. 

Ab when o'erlabour'd, aud inclined to breathe, 
A panting traveller aome rising ground, 
Some small ascent, has gain*d, he tums him round, 
And measures with his eye the yarious vale, 515 

The fields, woods, meada, and rivers, he has pass'd. 
And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
EIndear'd by distance, nor affects more toi] ; 
Thus I, though small, indeed, is that ascent 
The Mose has gain*d, review the paths she trod, 520 
Various, extensive, beaten but by few ; 
And, conscious of ^er pradence in repose, 
Panr) and with pleasure meditate an end, 
Though still remote ; so firuitful is my theme. 
Throogh many a field of moral and divine 525 

The Muse has stray'd, and much of sorrow seen 
In human ways, and much of fiilse and vain, 
Which none who travel this bad road can miss. 
0*er friends deceased füll heartily she wept ; 
Of love divine the wonders she display'd ; 530 

l'roved man immortal ; show'd the source of joy ; 
The grand tribunal raised ; assign'd the bounds 
Of human grief. In few, to close the whole, 
The moral Muse has shadow'd out a dutch, 
Though not in form, nor with a Raphaal ttroke, 636 
Of most our weakness needs believe or do, 
In this our lard of travail and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or prospect of the läam. 

What then remains ? much ! much \ a mightj debc 
Tobe discharged. These thoaghts, O Night ! an thine ; 
From thee they came, like lovers' secret ngha, 641 
While others siept. So Cjmthia (poets fbign,) - 
In shadows veiVd, soft-sliding from her ■pheie, ' 

Her shepherd cheer'd ; of her eaamoar'd iess 
Than I of thee. — ^And art thou still mrang, MC 

Beneath whose bror- KoA by irhom Md, I liii^ 
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Immorial Silence ! where shall I begin ? 

Where end i or how steal music firom the Bpheret 

To Booth their goddeai ? 

O majeitie Night * 
Natura*« great ancestor ! Day's elder^bom * 560 

And fated to survive the traneient Sun * 
Bj mortals and immortals seen with awe ! 
A starry orown thy raven brow adorns, 
An ar.ure zone thy waist ; clouds, in heaven's loom 
Wrought through varieties of shape and shade, 556 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
Thy flowing mantle form, and, heaven throaghonti 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train : 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (Nature*a most augosty 
Inspiring aspect !) claim a grateful verse ; 5G0 

And, like a sabla curtain starr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'or my labours past, shall close the scene. 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sung ? 
What more prepares us for the songs of heaven ? 
Creation of archangels is the theme ! 565 

What to be sung so needfui, what so well 
Oelestial joys prepare us to sustain ? 
The souI of man, His face design'd to see 
Who gave these wonders to be seen by man, 
Has here a previous scene of objects great 570 

On which to dwell ; to stretch to that ezpans« 
Of thought, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to coutract that awe, 
And give her whole capacities that strength 
Which best may qualify for final joy. 575 

The more our spirits are enlarged on earth, 
The deeper dranght shall they receive of heaven. [bliM, 

Heaven's King ! whose face unyeil'd consMmmatef 
Redundant bliss ! which fills that mighty void 
The whole Creation leaves in human hearts ! 580 
Thou ! who didst touchthe lip of Josse 's son^ 
Rapp'd in sweet contemplation of these fires. 
And set Yom harp ib eoneert with th« iphorMi^ 
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While of thjr works material the supreme 
I dare attempt, assist my darin^ aong : 685 

Looaa me from Earth's enclosure ; irom tlie Sun s 
Contracted cirole set my heart at large ; 
£Uminate my spirit, give ii ränge 
Through provincee of thought yet unezplored ; 
Teaoh me, by this atapendous scaffolding, 500 

Creation*8 golden itepa, to cUmb to Thee : 
Teach me with art great Nature to control, 
And spread a loitre o*er the ehades of night. 
Peel I thy kind aasent ? and shall the Sun 
Be Seen at midnight, rieing in my aong ? 595 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou, whoae heart, 
Whose little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of thia obecnre terreatrial, anchor weigh; 
Anothor ocean calla, a nobler port ; 
I am thy pUot, I thy proaperoua gale : €00 

Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main, 
Main without tempest, pirate, rock, or^shore, 
And whence thou mayst import eternal wealth, 
And leave to beggar*d minda the pearl and gold. 
Thy travels dost thou boast o*er foreign realma ! 605 
Thou stranger to the world ! thy tour begin ; 
Thy tour through Natureis universal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 
On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres ; 
And man how purblind, if unknown the whole. 61(^ 
Who circles spacious earth, then travels here, 
Shall own he never was from home before. 
Come, my Prometheus !* firom thy pointed rock 
Of false ambition, if unchain*d, we*il mount ; 
Well, innocently, steal celestial fire, 616 

And kindle our devotion at the stars ; 
A thefl that shall not chain, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere's intestine wars, 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nests of feather*d snowsi 690 

* • See Night the Eigfath, p. 182. 
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The brew of thunders, anil the flaming forg« 

That forms the crooked lightning : Hbove the caTM 

Where infant tempests wait their growmg wiafs, 

And tune their tender voices to that romr, 

Which sooa, perhaps, «hall shake a g^Uty world ; 685 

Above misconstrued omens of the sky, 

Far traverd comets' calcolated blase, 

Elance thy thought, and think of more than man : 

Thy soul, tili now contraeted, wither'd, ahmiik, 

Blighted by blasts of Earth's unwholeaome air, 630 

Will blossom here ; spread all her facoHies 

To these bright ardours , every power nnfold, 

And rise into sablimities of thought. 

Stars teach^ as well as shine. At Natureis birth 

Thus their commission ran. — ^ Be kind to man.* 636 

AVhere art thou, poor benighted traveller * 

The Stars will light thee, though the moon should faiL 

Where art thou^ more benighted ! more astray ! 

In ways immoral ? the stars call theo back, 

And, if obey'd their counsel, set theo right. 640 

This prospect vast, what is it ? — Weigh'd aright 
Tis Natureis System of divinity, 
And every Student of the night inspircs. 
'Tis eider Scripture, writ by God's own hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrapt by man. 645 

Lorenzo ! with my radins (the rieh gift 
Of thought nocturnal) TU point out to thee 
Its various lessons ; some that may surpriae 
An unadept in mysteriös of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her school, 650 

Nor thought to grow on planet or on star , 
BuUs, lions, scorpions, monsters here we feign, 
Ourselves more monstrous, not to see what here 
Exists, indeed,— a lecture to mankind ! 

What read we here ? — ^the' existence of a God ? 655 
Tes : and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of ether ! sons of higher climes ! 
Andf what may move Lorenxo'a wonder morci 
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Stonutj ü written in the skies. 
And whose eternity ? — Lorenzo ! thine ; 600 

Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alooe, 
Virtue grows here ; here springe iJu) sovereign eure 
Of almost every Tice, but chiefly tjiijib. 
Wrathy pride, ambition, and impure desii«). 

Lorenzo ! thou canst wake at inidnight too, 3C5 
Though not on morals bent. Ambition, Fleasoro ! 
Thoee tjrrantti I for thee so lately fought-,* 
AfforJ their harass*d slaves bat elender rest. 
Thou, to whom midnight |s immoral noon, 
And the sun's noontide blaze prime dawn of day, 670 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 
Commencmg one of our antipodes ! 
In thy nocturnal rove one moment halt, 
Twixt stage and stage of riot and cabal, 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift, 675 

If hold to meet the face of injured Heaven) 
To yonder stars ; for other ends they shine' 
Tban to light revellers from shame to shame, 
And thus be roade accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of space^ 660 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
^hich set the living firmament on fire, 
At the first glance, in such an oyerwhelm 
Of wonderful on man's astonish'd sight 
Rushes Omnipotonce ? — To curb our pride, 635 

Our reason rouse, and lead it to that Power 
Whose love lets down these silver chains of light j 
To draw up nuui*s ambition to himself. 
And bind our chaste afiections to his throne. 
Thus the three virVues, least alive on earth, 690 

And welcomed.on heaven*s coatt with most applaoa»* 
An humble, pure, and heavenly minded heart, 
Are hfire inspired ;— ^«nd oanst thou gaze too long f 

Nor staiida thy wrath depriyed of ita reprw^ 
* In Night die Eigbtli. 
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Cr unapbraided by thia nuÜant choir. W 

The planet« of each system reprcieiit 
Kind neighboors ; loatuml amity preTails ; 
Sweet interchange of rayt, receired, ratamV!, 
Enlightening and enUghten*d ! all, at one», 
Attracting and attracted I patriot-Uke, nO 

None sini against the weUare of th« whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unaelfish aid, 
Affords an emblero of millennial knre. 
Nothing in nature, mach leü oonaciooa beingy 
Was e'er created solely for itaelf. 706 

Thos man his aovereign dnty leama in thia 
Material picture of benevolenee. 

And know, of al! our sapercilious race, 
Thou most inflammable * thon wasp of man t 
Man*« angry heart, intpected, woold be foimd 710 
Aa rightly «et, aa are the atarry spberei : 
'Tis Nature*8 stractnre broke, thy atobborn "WUL 
Breeds all that uneelestial discord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the biaa Natura gaye ? 
Canat thou descend from eonverte vrith the «kiea, 715 
And Beize thy brother's throat ? — ^For what ?-— a elod ? 
An inch of earth ? The planeta cry, * Forbear.* 
They chaae oor double darkneas, Natare*8 gloofli. 
And (kinder atill !) our intellectual night. 

And see, Day's amiable sister senda 790 

Her invitation, in the sofleat rays 
Of mitigated lostra ; courta thy aight, 
Whi'*.h auffera from her tyrant brother'a blase. 
Night grants thee the füll freedom of the akie«^ 
Nor rudely raprimanda thy lifted eye ; 7SS 

With gain and joy, she bribea thee u> be wiar. 
Night opes the nobleat ecenea, and eheda an aw« 
Which givea thoee venerable acenea füll weighl, 
And deep reception in the' entender'd heart ; 
yrhilelightpeepathroaghthedarkneaalikeaipj, 730 
And dtrkneaa «howi VU ^nxuiv&x by the lig ht! 
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Ifor is the profit greater than the joy, 
If human hearts at glorious objects glow, 
And admiration can inspire delig'ht. 

What speak I more than Tthis moment feel ? 735 
With pleasing Stupor first the soul is Struck, 
{^upor ordain'd to make her truly wise !) 
Then into transport starting from her trance, 
With loTe and admiration how she glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus ! this display ! 740 

This ostentation of creative power ! 
This theatre ! — yrhai eye can take it in ? 
By what divine enchantment was it raised, 
For minds of the first magnitude to launch 
In endless speculation, and adore ? 745 

One sun by day, by night ten thousand shine, 
And light us deep into the Deity } 
How bdundless in magnificence and might ! 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
From ums unnumber'd, down the steep of heaven, 750 
Streams to a point, and centres in my sight ! 
Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my heart : 
Mj heart, at once, it humbles and exalts; 
Lays it in dust, and calls it to the skies. 
Who aees it unexalted, or unawed ? 755 

Who sees it, and can stop at what is seea ? 
Material ofi»pring of Omnipotence ! 
Inanimate, all animating birth ! 
Work worthy him who made it ! worthy praise ! 
All praise ! praise more than human ! nor denied 760 
Thy praise divine ! — Butthough man,drown'd in sleep, 
Withholds his homage, not alone I wake ; 
Bright legions swarm unseen, and sing, unheard 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 
In this his universal temple, hung 765 

With lustres, with innümerable lights, 
That thed religion on the soul ) at once 
The temple and the preacher ! O how lond 
It calls devötion ! genuine grotrth of Night! 

SO 
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Devotion ! daughter of Astronomy ! 770 

An nndevout astronomer is mad 
True ; all things speak a God ; buc in the small, 
Men trace out Hirn ; in great, He seizes man ; 
SeizoSf and elevates, and rape, and fUls 
With new inquiries^ mid aflsociates new. 775^ 

Teil ^e, ye stars ! ye planets ! teil me, all 
Te B^rr*d and planeted inhabitants ! what is it ^ 
Wliat are these sons of wondei ? Say, proud Arehi 
(Within whose azure palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine ambition ! in disdain 79Sf 

Of limit| bnilt ! built in the taste of heaven ! 
Vast concave ! ample dorne ! wast thou deaign'd 
A meet apartment for the Deity ? — 
Not so ; that thought alone thy state impainr, 
Thy lofty sinks, and shallows thy profoond, 785 

And strengthens thy difTusive ; dwarfs the whole, 
And makes a Universe an orrery. 

But when 1 drop mine eye^ and löok on man, 
Thy right regain'd thy grandeur is restored, 
O Nature ! wide flies off the' expanding round : 790 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fired, 
The smitten air is hoUowM by the blow, 
The vast dlsplosion dissipates the clouds^ 
Shock'd ether's bülows dash the distant skies ; 
Thus (but far more) the' expanding round flies off, 
And leaves a mighty void, a spacious womb, 796 

Might teem with new creation ; reinflamed, 
Thy luminaries triumph, and assumo 
Divinity themselves. Nor was it stränge, 
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp, 800 
Such godlike glory, stole tne style of gods, 
From ages dark^ obtuse, and steep'd ih sense : 
For Bure to sense they truly are divine, 
And half absolved idolatry from guilt, 
Nay, tum*d it into virtue. Such it was 80& 

In thoee, who fut fotüi aÄ.\.Yv^^ \«A. o^iTcuua. 
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But, weak of wing^ on planetB perch'd, and thought 
What was their highest must be their adored. 

But they how weak, who could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lorenzo ! those to whom 811 
Umiöen, and uiexistent, are the same ? 
And if incomprehensible is join'd, 
Who dare pronounce it madness to believe ? 
Why has Üxe almighty Builder thrown aside 815 

All measure in his work ? stretch'd out bis line 
So far, and spread amazement o'er the whole ? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes) 
Deep in the bosom of his Universe 
Dropp'd down that reasoning mite, that insect, man I 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the scene ?— 821 
That man might ne'er presume to plead amazement 
jTor disbelief of wonders in himself. 
Shall God be less miraculous than what 
His hand has formed ? shall mysteries descend 88o 
From unmysterious ? things more elevate, 
Be more familiär ? uncreated lie 
More obyious than created, to the grasp 
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the more we should assent. 830 

Could we conceive him, God he could not be ; 

Or he not God, or we could not be men. 

A God alone can comprehend a God : 

Man's distance how immense ! On such a theme, 

Know this, Lorenzo ! (seem it ne'er so stränge) 835 

Nothing can satisfy, but what confounds ; 

Nothing but what astonishes, is true. 

The scene thou seest attests the truth I sing, 

And every star sheds light upon thy creed. 

These stars, this furniture, this cost of heaven, 840 

[f but reported, thou hadst ne'er believed ; 

But thine eye teils thee, the romance is true. 

Tba grand of Nature is the' Almighty's oath, 

In Reason'' court, to siJence Unbelief. 
Bow my nuDd, opening at this scene, iio^blftM» ^Ä3& 
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The moral emanations of tk« ekies, 

While nought, perhaps^ Lorenzo less admirea ! 

Has tbe Gf eat Sovereign sent ten thousand worids 

To teil US, He reaides above thera au, 

^ fflory*8 unapproachable recesa ? ' 8B0 

And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 

The samptuotts, the magnific embasay, 

A moment's aadience ? Turn we, nor will hear 

From whfMn theycome, or whatthey would impait 

For man 's emolument ; sola cause that stoops 855 

Their grandeur to man*a eye ? Lorenzo ! ronae ; 

Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning'a wingp. 

And glance from east to weat, from pole to pole. 

Who sees, but is confounded or convinced ? 

Renounces reason, or a God adores? 860 

Mankind was sent into the world to see : 

Sight gives the science needful to their peace ; 

That obvious science asks small learning's aid. 

Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions soar ? 

Or wound thy palience amid logic thorns ? 865 

Or Iravel history's enormous round ? 

Nature no such hard task enjoins : she gave 

A make to man directive of his thought ; 

A make set upright, pointiug to the stars, 

As who shall say, < Read thy chief lesson there.* 870 

Too late to read this manuscript of heaven, 

Wben, like a parchment scroll, shrunk up by flames, 

It folds Lorenzo's lesson from his sight. 

Lesson how various ! not the God alone, 
1 see his ministers ; I see, diffused 875 

In radiant orders, essences sublime, 
Of various ofhces, of various j^ume. 
In heavenly liveries distinctly clad, 
Azure, green, purple, pearl or downy gold, 
Or all commix'd ; they stand, with wings outspread, 
Listeninor to catch the Master's least command, 881 
And fly through nature ere the moment ends ; 
^fumben innumerable ! — Well conceived 
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By Pagan and by Christian ! O'er each sphere 
Präsides an angel, to direct its course, 885 

And feed, or fan, its flames j or to discharge 
Olher high trusts unknown ; for who can see 
Snch pomp of matter, and imagine mind 
(For which alone inanimate was made) 
More sparingly dispenssd ? that nobler son, 890 

Far liker the great Sire ! — 'Tis thus the skies 
Inform us of superiors numberless, 
As mach, in excellence, above mankind, 
As above earth, in magnitude, the spheres. 
These, as a cloud of witnesses, hang o'er us : 895 
In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds. 
Perhaps a thousand demigods descend 
On every beam we see, to walk with men. 
Awful reflection ! strong restraint from ill ! 

Tet here, our virtue finds still strenger aid 900 
From these ethereal glories sense surveys. 
Something, like magic, strikes from this blue vault : 
With just attention is it view'd ? we feel 
A sudden succöur, unimplorod, unthought. 
Nature herseif does half the work of man. 905 

Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontory's keight, the depth profound 
Of subterranean excavated grots, 
Black-brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning wide, 
From Nature's structure, or the scoop of Time ; 910 
If ample oi dimension, vast of size, 
£'en these an aggrandizing Impulse give ; 
Of Bolemn thought enthusiastic neights 
£'en these infuse. — But what of vast in these ? 
Nothing— or we must own the skies forgot. 915 

Much less in art. — ^Vain Art ! thou pigmy power ! 
How dost thou swell, and strut, with human pride, 
To show thy littleness ! What childish toys, 
Thy watery columns squirtea to the clouds ! 
Thy bason'd rivers and imprison'd seas ! 020 

Thy mount^s moulded into forms of men i 

20» 
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Thy hujidrod-gatod capitals ! or those 
Where three dajs* travel left üb mach to ride 
Gazin^ on miracles by mortals wroaght, 
Archet triumphal, theatres immense, 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid air ! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-waj ! 
Tet these aflfect ne in no common kind : 
What then the force of such superior scenes ? 
£nter a temple, it will strike an awe : 
"What awe from this the Deity has built ? 
A good man seen, though silent, counsel giyes . 
The touch'd spectator wishes to be wise. 
In a bright mirror His own hands have made, 
Here we see something like the face of God. 
Seems it not then enough to say, Lorenzo, 
To man abandon'd, * Hast thou seen the skies ?* 

And yety so thwarted Nature's kind design 
By daring man, he makes her sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptation 94 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celestial Art's intent. The trembling stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking through the gloom 
AVith front erect, that hide their head by day, 
And making night still darker by their dee^. 9iS 
Slumbering in covert, tili the shades descend, 
Rapine and Murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. 
The miser earths his treasare ; and the thief, 
Watching the mole, half beggars him ere morn. 
Now plots and foul conspiracies awake, D5( 

And, muffling up their horrors fi;om the mooni 
Havock and devastation they prepare, 
And kingdoms tottering in the field of blood. 
Now Bons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What shall I do ? — suppress it ? or proclaim ? — 95S 
Why sleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now 
His best friend's couch the rank aduherer 
Ascends secure, and laughs at gods and men. 
PreposterouB mmdmen, void of fear or shame, 



TUE CONSOLATION. 235 

Lay their crimes bare to these chaste eye» of lieaven, 
Tet shrink and shudder at a mortars sight. 961 

Were moon and stars for villains only made, 
To guide, yet screen them, with tenebrious light ? 
No ; they were made to fashion the sublime 
Of human hearts, and wiser make the wise. 965 

Those ends were answer'd once, when mortals lived 
Qf stronger wing, of aquiline ascent, 
In theory sublime. O how unlike 
Those vermin of the night, this moment sung, 
Who crawl on oarth,.and cn her venom feed ! 970 
Those ancient sages, human stars ! they met 
Their brothers of the skies at midnight hour, 
Their counsel ask'd, and what they ask'd obey'd. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, ha who drank 
The poisoned bowl, and he of Tusculum, 975 

With him of Corduba, (iminorta^ names !) 
la these unboimded and Elysian walks. 
An area fit for gods and godlike men, . . 
They took their nightly round, through radiant paths, 
By Seraphs trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus, 980 

To tread in their bright footsteps here below, 
To walk in worth still brighter than the skies. 
There they contracted their contempt of earth ; 
Of hopes eternal kindled there the fire ; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and gxew 98Si 
(Great visitants !) mere intimate with God, 
More worth to men, more joyous to themselres. 
Through various virtues they, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their learn'd illustrious lives. 

In Christian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal ! 990 

A needful, but opprobrious prayer ! as. much 
Cor ardour less, as greater is our light. 
How monstrous this in morals ! Scarce m3re sträng* 
Would this phenomenon in nature strike, 
A sun that froze us, or a star that warm'd. 995 

What tcught these heroes of the moral world? 
7o these thou givest tby praise, give credit too. 
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These doctors ne*er were pdnsion'd to deceive thep> 

And Pagan tutors are thj taste. — Tbey taught, 

That narrow views betraj to miserj ; 1000 

That wise it is to comprehend the whole ; 

That virtue rose from Nature ; ponder'd wel], 

The Single base of virtue built to Heayen ; 

That God and Nature our attention claim ; 

That Nature is the glass reflecting God, 1005 

As, by the sea, reflected is the sun, 

Too gloripus to be gazed on in bis sphere ; 

That mind immortal loves immortal aims ] " 

That boundlcss mind affects a boundless space ; 

That vast surveys, and the sublime of things, 1010 

The soul assimilate, and make her great ; 

That, therefore, heayen her glories, as a fiind 

Of inspiration, thus spreads out to man. 

Such are their doctrines ; such the Night inspired. 

And what more trüe ? what truth of greater weight? 
The soul of man was made to walk the skies, 1016 
Delightful outlet of her prison here ! 
There, disencumber*d from her chains, the lies 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at large ; 
There frcely can respire, dilate, eztend, ,1020 

In fuU Proportion let loose all her powers, 
And, undeluded, grasp at something great. 
Nor as a stranger does she wander there, 
But, wonderful herseif, through wonder strays , 
Contemplating their grandour, iinds her own ; 1025 
Dives deep in their economy divine, 
Sits high in fudgment on their various laws, 
Aiid, like a master, judges not amiss. 
Hence greatly pleased, and justly proud, the soul 
Grows conscious of her birth celestial ; breathes 1090 
More life, more yigour, in her native air. 
And feels herseif at home among the stars, 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praise. 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo ?•'- 
As earth the bodv« «ince the skies sustain 1035 
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The Bonl with food that giyes immortal lift. 
Call it the noble pastore of the nuDd, 
Which tbere ezpatiates, tHrengtheniBf and eziilta. 
And riota through the lazuries of thoaght. 
Call it tbe garden of the Deity , 1040 

Bloasom'd with atars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrosialy moral fruit to man. 
Call it the breast-plate of the true High-prieat, 
Ardent with gerne oracular, that give 
In points of highest moment, right response ; 104(^ 
And ill ne(B^cted, if we prize our peace. 
. ThuB have we found a, true astrologj ; 
Thus have we found a new and noble sense. 
In which alone stars goyern human fates. 

that the stars (as some have feign*d) let fall 1050 
Bloodshed and hayoc on embattled realms, 

And rescued monarchs from so black a guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this wish how generous in a foe ? 
Wouldst thou be great, wouldsf thou become a god, 
And stick thj deathless name among the stars, 1055 
For mightj conquests on a needle's point ? 
Jaatibwd of forging chains for foreigners ; 
Bastile^thj tutor ; grandeur, all thj aim ? 
And yet thou know'st not what it is. How great, 
How glorious, thenappears themindof man, 1060 
When in it all the stars and planets roll ! 
And what it soems, it is. Great objects make ^ 
Great minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge ; 
These still moro godlike as these more diyine. 

And more divine than these, thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o'erpower*d, with the delicious draught 1066 
Of miscellaneous sptendours, how 1 reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end ! 
An Eden this ! a Paradise unlost ! 

1 meet the Deitj in every yiew, 1070 
And tremble at my nakedness before bim ! 

O that [ could but reach the tree of life ' 
For here it grows unguarded from our taste ; 
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No flaniing Bword denies our entrance here : 

Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 1035 

Lorenzo ! mach of moral hast thou seen : 
Of curious arts art thou more ß>nd ? then mark 
The matheinatic glories of the skies. 
In numher, weight, and measure, all ordmin'd. 
Lorenzo*s boasted builders, Chance and Fat«, 1060 
Are leil to finish his aerial towera ; 
Wisdom and Choice, their well known charaeten 
Here deep impress, and claim it for their own. 
Though splendid all, no splendour void of ose. * 
Uso rivals beauty, art contends with power ; 1085 

No wanton waste amid effuse expense, 
The great Economist adjusting all 
To prudent pomp, magiiificently wise. 
How rieh the prospect ! and for evor new ; 
And newest, to the man that views it most ; 1090 

For newer still in infinite succeeds. 
Then these atrial racers, O how swift ! 
How the shafl loiters from the strongest string ; 
Spirit alone can distance the career, 
Orb above erb ascending, without end ! 1095 

Circle in ciicle, without end, enclosed ! 
Wbeel witbin wheel, Ezekiel, like to thine * 
Like thine, it seems a vision or a dream ; 
Though seen, we labour to belieye it true ! 
What involution ! what extent ! what swarms 1100 
Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immensely great ! 
Immensely distant from each other's spheres ! [roll ? 
What, then, the wondrous space through wfuch they 
At once it quite ingulfs all human thought ; 
'Tis Comprohension's absolute defeat. 1106 

Nor think thou seest a wild disorder here : 
Through this illustrious cbaos to the sight, 
Arrangement neat and chastest order reign. 
The path prescribed, inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawlcss sallies öf mankind. )M0 

Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
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What knots are tied ! how soon are thej dissoWed, 
And sei the seeming married planeU free ! 
The/ rcTe for «nfr, without error rove ; 
Confasion unoonfased ! nor less admire 1115 

Thia tumiüt untumultuous ', all on wing ! 
In motion «U l yet what profound repose ! 
Wbat fervid action, yet no noise ! as awed 
To silence by the presence of their Lord ; 
Or hoih'd by hia command, in love to man, 1120 

And bid let fall sof^ beama on human rest, 
Restlesa themselves. On yon cerulean plaini 
In ezultatlon to their God and thine, 
They dance, they sing etemal jubilee, 
Etemal celebration of his praise ! 1125 

Bat since their tong arrives not at our ear, 
Their dance perplez'd exhibits to the sight 
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerless power. 
Mark how the labyriathian turns they take, 
The circleB intricate, and mystic maze, 1130 

Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence ; 
To gods how great ! how legible to man ! 

Leaves 00 much wonder greater wonder still ! ' 
Where are the pillars that support the skies ? 
What more than Atlantean Shoulder props 1135 

The' incumbent load f what magic, what stränge art, 
In fluid air these ponderous orbs sustains f 
Who woold not think them hung in golden cbains ?— • 
And so they are ; in the high will of Heaven, 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air, 1140 

Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought, 
Or nought of all, if such the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
Tho most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And towering Alps, all toss'd into the sea ; 1145 

And, light as down, or trolatile as air, 
Their bulks enormous dancing on the wayes, 
In time and measure exquisite ; while all 
The windS| in emulation of the sphereS| . 
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TiuM their sonorous mstnimenU aloft liSO- 

The concert swell, and fmimate the ball. 

Would this appear amazing ?— ^wlMt thea worlds 

Tn a far thinner element suitam'di 

And acting the same part ¥rith grMtvT dkffl, 

More rapid movement, and fi>r noblMk *plt f 113S 

More obyioos ends to pass, are not thei» Htan 
The seats majestic, proad imperial thronet, 
On which angellc delegates of Heaven, *"' 

At certain perioda, as the Soy^reign noda, 
Discharge high trusts of vengeance or of loVBy 116( 
To clothe in outward grandeur grand deeigiiy 
And acta moro solemn still more solemnize ' 
Te Citizens of air ! what ardent thanks, 
What füll effusion of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man, indulged in such a sight * 116S 

A sight so noble ! and a sight so kind ! 
It drops new tniths at everj new survej * 
Peels not Lorenzo something stir within, 
That swoops away all period ? As these spheres 
Measore duration, tliey no less inspire 1170 

The godlike hope of agos without end. 
The boundless space, through which these royers take 
Their restless roam, snggests the sister thought 
Of boundless time. Thus, by kind Nature's akill, 
To man unlabour'd, that important guest, 1175 

Etemity, finds entrancc at the sight ; 
And an eternity for man ordain*d, 
Or these his destined midnight counsellors, 
The Stars had never whidper*d it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne'er insults, her sons : 1180 

Could she, then, kindle the most ardent wish 
To disappoint it ? — That is blasphemy ! 
Thus of thy creed a second article, 
Momentous as the' ezistence of a God, 
Is found (as I conceive) wbere rarely sought, 118S 
And thou mayst read thy soul immoi tal here. 

Uere, thcn, Lorenzo ! on these gUxies dwell ; 
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Nor want Um gilt» iBomiiMited roof, 

That calls Uie wv(iteh«d gay to dark delights. 

Aftiembli0s l^i^ ii «no divinely bright ; 1190 

Here, iiiiinjiyjurjl \m htahh, wealth, or fame, 

Range thrövi||^lt}db#&ireflt, and the Sultan scom. 

He, wiae |^J|||iii^ n» Creecent holds so fair 

As thai wl^A en hit turban awos a world, 

And Üünki the Moon is proud to cepy him. 1106 

Look on^ her, and gam more than worlds can give, 

A mind superior to the charm» of power 

Thoo, mo^Ped in delusiona of this lifo ! 

Can yonder moon tum Oceanin bis bed 

Fiom aide to aide in eonstant ebb and flow, IdOO 

And parify from atench hia waterj realms ? 

And fails her moral influence ? wants she power 

To tum Lorenzo'a stubbom tide of thonght 

From fitagnating on earth's infected ahoro, 

And pnrge from nuiaance bis corrapted hoart ? 1S05 

Falls her attraction, when it draws to Heaven ? 

Nay, and to what thou valuest more, earth'a joy ? 

Minda elevate, and panting for onseen, 

And defecate from aeuse, alone obtain 

Füll relish of esiatence undeflower'd, 1210 

The lifo of life, the sest of worldly bliaa ; 

AU eise ob earth amount»— to what ? to thia: 

' Bad to be aaffer^d. bleaainga to be left :' 

Earth*s riebest inventory boaats no more. 
Of higher soenes be then the call obey'd. ISIS 

O let me gase !— of gazing there*8 no end. 

O let me think ! — ^ÜiuMight, too, ia wilder'd here ; 

In midway flieht Imagination tiies ; 

Tet aoon reprmes her wing to soar anew, 

Her point onable to forbear or gain ; tXVk 

8o grvat the pleasure, so profound the plan ! 

A banqoet thia. vrhere men and angela roeet, 

Eat the same manna, mingle Earth and Heayen. 

How distaiit sojiie of these noetumal «onaX 

£fo düUot (sBLya Che sage) *tw«re Bot abioxd "NSG^ 
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To doubt if beame, set out ot Nature's biith, 

Are yet arriyed at this so foreign world, 

Thougli uothing half so rapid as their flight. 

An eye of awe and wonder let me roU, 

And roll for ever. Who can satiate aight 1230 

In such a scene ? in such an oeean wid» . 

Of deep astonishment ? where depth, heigfat« bnadth, 

Are ost in their extremes ; and where to eoant 

The «bick-sown glorios in this field of fire, 

Perhaps a seraph's computation fails. 1235 

Now go, Ambition ! boast thy boundlew might 

In conquest o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracleS| 
To give bis tottering faith a solid base. 
Why eall for less than is already thine ? 1240 

Thou art no novice m theology ; 
What is a miracle ? — 'Tis a reproach, 
Tis an implicit satire on mankind, 
And while it satisfies, it censures too. 
To common sense great Natureis course proclaims 
A Deity : When mankind falls asleep, 1246 

A miracle is sent as an alarm 
To wake the world, and prove him o'er again, 
By recent argument, but not more strong. 
Say which miports more plenitude of power, 1250 
Or Natureis laws to fix, or to repeal ? 
To make a Sun, or stop his mid career ? 
To countermand bis orders, and send back 
The flaming Courier to the frighted East, 
Warm'd and astonish'd at his eyening ray ; 1255 

Or bid the Moon, as with her joumey tired, 
In Ajalon's soft flowecy yale repose ? 
Great things are these ? still fn'eater to create. 
From Adam'sbower look down through th« wbole traii 
Of miracles ; — resistless is their power f 1260 

They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind» 
Than this, caU'd mnmT«LC\x\Qi>3A «ras^vj^ 
Xf duly weigVd, \J itÄÄSÄiÄl i««^> 
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If Been wUh human eyes. The brüte, ilideed, 
Sees nought but spangles here ; the fool, no more. 
Say*st thou, ' The course of Nature governs all ?* 1266 
The coune of Nature is the Art of God. 
The iDiracles, thou call'st for, this attest : 
For sajf coald Nature Nature's courae control ? 

Buty miracles apart, who 9ees him not 1270 

Nature*s Controller, Author, Guido, and £nd f 
ynio tums hif eye on Nature's midnight face, 
Bat must inquire — *■ What band behind the scene, 
Wbat arm Almighty, put these whecling globea 
In motion, and wound up the vast machine ? 1275 
Who rounded in bis palm theae spacious orbs ? 
Who bowfd them flaming through the dark profound, 
NumerouB as glittering gems of moming dew, 
Or sparks from populous cities iu a blaze, 
And set the boaom of old Night on fire, 1280 

Peopled her desert, and made Horror smile ?' 
Or'if the military style delighta theo, 
(For Stars have fi>ught their battles, leagued wiih man) 
* Who marshfds this bright host ? enrols their names, 
Appoints their post, their marches, and retums, 1285 
Punctual, at stated periods ? who disbands 
These veteran troops, their final duty done, 
If e'er disbanded ?' — He, whose potent word, 
Like the loud trumpei, leyied first their ]K>wors 
In Night*s ingiorious empire, where tliey slept 1290 
In beds of darkness ; arm'd them with fierce Harnes ; 
Arranged, and disciplined, and clothed in gold, 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the field, 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let js join this army ! joining these 1295 

Will give US hearts intrepid, at that hour 
When brighter flames shall out a darker night ; 
When these streng demonstrations of a God 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their spheres, 
And one etemal curtain cover all ! 13C0 

Struck at that thought, as new-i-^fiiüua^^Wi!^. 
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A more enlighten'd eye, and read the ftars 

To man still more propitioas, and their aid 

(Thoagh guiltloM of idolatry) ünplore, 

Nor longer rob them of their noblest name. 1305 

O ye diyiders of my time ! ye bright 

Accomptants of my days, and months, aad yeaniy 

In your fair calendar distinctly mark'd ! 

Since that authentic, radiant register, 'N 1 19Q0 

Though man inspecta it not, Stands good agaimt him; 

Since you and years roll on, though man Stands itilly 

Teach me my days to number, and apply 

My trembiing heart to wisdom, now beyond 

AU shadow of excnse for fooling on. 

Age smootbs our path to prudence ; sweeps asld« 1315 

TI^ snares keen appetite and paasion apread 

To catch stray souls ; and woe to that gray head 

Whose foliy would undo what age has done ! 

Aid, then, aid, all ye Stars ! — Much rather Thou, 

Great Artist ! Thou whose finger set aright 1^20 

Tkus exquisite machine, with all its wheeb, 

Thongh intervolved, czact ; and ppinting out 

Life's rapid and irreyocable flight, 

With such an mdex fair as none can misa 

Who lifts an eye, nor sleeps tili it i« closed. 1925 

Open mine eye, dread Deity ! to read 

The tacit dootrine of thy works ; to see 

Things as they are, unalter'd through the glan- 

Of worldly wishes. Time, Etemity ! 

(*Ti8 those, mismeasured, min all mankind) 1390 

Set them before me ; let me lay them both 

In equal scale, and leam their various weight. 

Let time appear a moment, as it is; 

Aud let Eternity's füll orb, at once, 

Turn on my soul, and strike it into Heayen. 

Whcn shall I see far more than charms me now 

Gaze on Creation's raodel in thy breast 

Unveird, nor wonder at the transcript more . 

When this vile, foreign dust, which smothers all 
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Thal travel earth's deep vale, shaU I shake off? 1340 
Whec shall my soul her incarnation quit/ 
And, readopted to thy bless'd embrace, 
Obtain her apotheosis in thee ? — ,- , 

Dost think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wUU»? 
No ; 'ÜB diroctly striking at the mark. 1345 

To wake thy dead devotion was my point ; 
And böw I bloss Night*s consecrating shades, 
Wlich to a temple turn a universe ; 
Fill US with great ideas, fiill of heaven, 
And antidote the pestilential earth ! 1350 

In every storm, that either frowns or falIS| 
What an asylum has the soul m prayer ! 
And what a f&ne is this, in which to pray ! 
And what a God must dwell in such a fane ! « 

O what a genius must inform the skies ! 1355 

And is Lorenzo's Salamander heart 
Cold, and imtouch'd, amid these sacred fires ? 
O ye nocturnal sparks ! ye glowing embers, 
On Heaven's broad hearth ! Who buru) or bum no more, 
Wbo blaze, or die, as great Jehovah's breobh 1360 
Or blows you or forbears, assist my song ! 
Pour your whole iniluence ; ezercise his heart. 
So long possßss'dy and bring him back to man. 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still ? 
Pride in thy parte provokes thee to contest 1805 

Truths which, xontested, put thy parts to shame : 
Nor shame they more Lorenzo's head than heart, 
A faithless heart, how despicably small ! 
Too straight, aught great or generous to receive ! 
Fill*d with an atom ! fill'd and foul'd with seif! I37D 
And self-mistaken ! seif, that lasts an hour ! 
Instincts and passions of the nobler kind 
Lie suffocated there ; or they alone, 
Reason apan, would wake high hope, and open, 
To ravish'd thought, that intellectual sphere, 1375 
Where Order, Wisdom, Goodness, Provld^ivd«) 
Their endlesM miracles of love dispVa'if ^ 

21* 
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And promise all the truly great desire. 

The mind that woald be happy must be greit ; 

Great in its wishes, great in its sonreys. 1880 

Eztenit^ Tiews a narrow mind oxtend, 

Fush oGc lU comigate, expansive make, 

'Which, ere long, more than planet« Bhall embrmee. 

A man of compaas makea a man of worth : 

Divine contemplate, and become divine ! 1868 

As man wras made for glory and for bÜM, 
All littleness is an approach to woe. 
Open thy bosomi eet thy wishes wide. 
And let in manhood ; kt in happineas ', 
Admit the boundleas theatre of thought 1800 

From nothing, up to God ; which maket a man. 
Take God from Natura, nothing great b left ; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing sees ; 
Man*8 heart is in a jakes, and loyes the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; erect thine eye ; 1396 
See thy distress ! how close art thou besieged ! 
Besieged by Nature, the proud sceptic's foe ! 
Enclosod by these inniimerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkest mind, 
As in a golden net of Providence, 1400 

How art thou caught, sure captive of belief ! 
From this thy bless'd captivity what art, 
What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 
This scene is Heaven's indulgent violence ; 
Canst thou bear up against this tide of glory ' 1405 
What is earth, bosom'd in these ambient orbs, 
But faith in God imposed, and press^d on man ? 
Darest thou still litigate thy desperate cause, 
Spite of these numerons, awful witnesses, 
And doubt the deposition of the skies ^ 1410 

O how iaborious'is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious ? 'tis impracticable quite : 
To sink beyond a doabt \n this debate, 
Wlth all bis weight of w isdom and of will, 
And crime flagitlous, I defy a fool. 1415 
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8ome ifvish they did, but no man diabelieves. 

* 6od is a Spirit ; apirit cannot strike 

These gross material organs ; Gkxi by man 

As mach is Men, as man a God oan see. ^«^^^ 

In these astouishing exploits of power, ' ^^-^ 14d0 

What Order, b«^aty, motion, distance, size ! 

Concertion of design, how exquisite ! 

How complicate in their divine police ! 

Apt means ! great onds ! consent to general good !— 

Each attribute of these material gods, 1425 

80 long (and that with speeious f^^tai) adored, 

A separate conqaest gains o'er raM| thought. 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man.* 

Lurenzo ! this may seem harangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt to seem, that thwarts our will. 1430 
And dost thou, tben, demand a simple proof 
Of this great master-nioral of the skies, 
Unskiird, or disinclin'd, to read it there ? 
Since 'tis the basis, and all drops without it| 
Take it in one comp€u:t, unbroken chain. / 1435 
Such proof insists on an attentive ear, 
^will not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
And for thy notice struggle with the world. 
Retire;— >the world shut out; — ^thy thoughtscall home;-> 
Imagination's airy wing represa ; — 1440 

Lock up thy senses ; — ^let no passion stir ; — 
Wake all to Reason ; — ^let her reign alone , — 
Then in tliv soul's deep sUence, and the depth 
Of Nature s silence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As 1 have doae, and shall inquire no more. 1445 

In Mature*s Channel thus the questions run : 

* What am I r and from whence ? —I nothing know 
Hut that I am ; and since I am, conclude 
Something eternal ; had there e'er been noughtj 
Nought still had been : eternal there must be.— 1450 
But what etftrnal f — Whj not human race ? 
And Adam's ancestors without an end ?•— , ^ 

That's hard to be conceived, since every Unk 
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Ofthat long-chain'd succesBion a wo frail. 

Can every part dopend, and not the whole ? 1455 

Yet grant it true, new difficultiea rise ; 

I'm still quite out at sea, nor aee the ■höre. 

Whenoe eaith, and these bright orba ? — Etemal too ' • 

Grant matter was etemal^ still these orb« 

Would want some other father ; — ^moch desigii 1460 

ig geen in all their motions, all their makes. 

Design implies intelligence and art ; 

Tfaat can't be front themselves— or man : that art 

Man scarce can comprehend, could man beetow ? 

And nothing greater yet allow'd, than ma& — 1465 

Who motion, foreign to the smallest grain, 

Shot through vast masses of enormous weight ? 

Who bid brate matter's restive lump assume 

Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 

Has matter innate motion ? then each atom, 1470 

Asserting its indisputable right 

To dance, would form s univorse of dust : 

Has matter none ? then whenoe these gloricus fbrms 

And boundless flights, from shapelcss and reposed ? 

Has matter more than motion ? has it thought, 1475 

Judgment, and genius ? is it deopl/ leam'd 

In mathematics ? has it framed such laws, 

Which, but to guess, a Newton made immortal ?— 

If so, how each sage atom laughs at me, 

Who think a clod inferior to a man ! 1480 

if art to form, and counsel to conduct, 

And that with greater far than human skill, 

Resides not in each block, — a Godhead reigns !^ 

Grant, then, invisible, eternal Mind ; 

That granted, all is solved : — but granting that, 1485 

Draw I not o'er me a still darker cloud ? 

Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceiye ? 

/;. being without ofigin or end I — 

Hail, human Liberty ! there is no God—- 

Yet why ? on either scheme that not subsicts ; 1490 

Subsist it must. in God or human race ; 
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ff in the last, how maiiy knoU beeide, 
fndiMohdüe all ? — why chooae it there 
Where, choiieii, still subsist ten thousand mora ? 
Reject it where, that cboseD) all the rest 1405 

Dispersed, leave Reason's whole horiion doar ?— 
This is not Reason's dictate ; Reason says, 
Close witb the side where one grain tums the soale : 
What rast preponderanee is here ! can Reason 
Witb londer voice exclaim — *' Believe a Ood ?** 1500 
And Reason heard, is the sole mark of man. 
Wbal tbings imposaible must man tbink tme, 
On any other System ! and how stränge 
To disbelieve, throogh mere credolitj !* 

If in tbis chain Lorenzo finds no flaw, 1505 

Let it for ever bind bim to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
And if a God there is, that God how great ! 
How great that Power w hose providential care 
Throogh tfaese bright orbs' d&rk centres darts a ray ! 
Of Natura nniversal threads the whole ! 1511 

And hangs Creation, like a precious gern, 
Though little, on the footstool of bis throne ! 

That little gern, how large ! A weight let fall 
F^om a fiz'd star, in ages can it reach 1515 

Tbis distant earth ? Siy, then, Lorenzo ! where, 
Where ends this mighty building ? where begin 
The 8ubarbs*of Creation ? where the wall 
WhotM battlements look o'er into the yale 
Of nonexistence ? Nothing's stränge abode ! 1580 

8ay, at what point of space Jeboyab dropp'd 
Hie slacken'd line, and laid bis balance by ; 
Weigb'd worlds, and measored infinite no more ? 
Where rears bis terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head f and says to gods, 15(15 

In characters illustrious as the Sun, 
' I stand, the plan*8 proud period : I pronounce 
Thb work accomplish'd ; the Creation closed : 
Skoot, all ye Gods ! nor shout, ye Gods, -aloae ; 
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Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, U^ 

That redts, or roUs ; ye Heights and DeptLi, letooadr 
Resound ! resound ! ye Depthfl and Heighta, reaomidf 

Hard are those questions ? — answer harder stUL 
Is this the sole exploit, the Single birth^ 
The solitary son of Power Divine ? 1S3S 

Or has the' Almighty Father, with a breathy 
Impregnated the womb of distant Space ^ 
Has he not bid, m yarious provinces, 
Brother creations the dark'bowels bnnt 
Of Night primeval, barren now no ttoie ? 1540 

And He^ the central Sun, traospiercing all 
Those giant generations, which disport 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray ; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or absorb*d 
In that abyss of horror whence they sprang ; 154S 
While Chaos triumphs, repossess'd of all 
Rival Creation ravish'd from his throne ? 
Chaos ! of Nature both the womb and grave ! [widaf 

Think'st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreadfl too 
Is this extravagant ? — No ; this is just ; 1550 

Just in conjecture, though 'twere false in fact. 
If 'tis an error, 'tis an error sprung 
From noble root, high though t of the Most High. 
But wherefore error ? who can prove it such ?— 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 1566 

Can man conceive beyond what God can do ? 
Nothing, but quite impossible, is hard. 
He summons into being, with like ease, 
A whole creation, and a eingle grain. 
Speaks be the word ? a thousand worlds are bom ! 15C0 
A thousand worlds ! there's space for millions mora ', 
And in what space can his great fiat fall ? 
Condemn me not, cold critic ! but indolgo 
The warm imagination : why condemn ? 
Why not indulge such thoughts as sweli onr beart« 
With fuller admiration ofthat Power 1666 

Who gives our hoarts with such high thoaghti to fweU • 
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yWhy not indulge in bis aagmented praise ? 

^'Dtrtfl not his glory a still brighter ray, 

! The lesi is left to Cbaos, and the realms 1570 

Of hideoQS Night, where Fancy strays agbast, 
And, tbougb moet talkative, makes no report ? 

Still leems my tbought enormous ? tbink again ; — 
Ezperience 'seif sball aid tby lame belief. 
Glasees, (that revelation to tbe sigbt !) 1575 

Have tbey not led us in tbe deep discloäe 
Of fine-spun Nature, exquisitely small, 
And, tbougb demonstrated, still ill conceived ? 
If, tben, on tbe reverse tbe mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind cai;! mount too far, 15S0 
To keep tbe balance, and creation poise ? 
Defect alone can err on such a theme : 
What is too great, if we the cause survey ? 
Stupendoo« Architect ! Tbou, Tbou, art all ! 
My soul flies up and down in thoughts of Theo, 1585 
And finds berself but at tbe oentre still ! 
I AM, tby name ' existence, all tbine own ! 
Oreation*8 notbing, flatter'd mucb, if styled 
' Tbe tbin, tbe fleeting atmospbere of God.' 

O for the voice — of what ? of wbom ? — ^wbat Toice 
Can answer to my wants, in such ascent 1591 

As dares to deem ono universe too smäll ? 
Teil me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fancy glows, 
Tired in tbe vortex of almigbty power) 
Ifl not thi» bome-creation, in tbe map 1505 

Of universal Nature, as a speck, 
Like fidr Britannia in our Üttle ball ; 
Exceeding &ir and glorious, for its size, 
But, elaewhere, far outmeasured, far outshone ? 
In fancy (for the fact beyond us lies) 1600 

Canst tbou not figure it, an isle, alaiodt 
Too smaU for notice in the vast of being ; 
Sever'd by mighty seas of unbuih space 
Trom othor realms; from ample continentf 
Of higher li&i where nobler »ativea dwell ; I6Q5 



259 THE CONSOLATlOIf . k. h. 

LeuM northern, less remote from Deity. 

Glowing beneath tbe line of tlie Sapreme, 

t^There houIs in excoUence make haste, put ibrth 

Luxuriant jrrowths, nor the late autumn wait 

Of human worth, but ripcn soon to godm ? 1610 

Tet why drown Fancy in such depths as theM ? 
Return, presumptuous rovor ! fvnd confof» 
The bonnds of man, nor blame them, •• too amafi. 
Enjoy vre not füll scope in what ia aeen ? 
Füll ample the dominions of the 6un ! 1615 

Füll gloriouB to behold ! how far, hcw widn, 
The matcblesB monarch fVom his flamingr throne, 
Laviah of lustre, throwa hia beams about himy 
Farther and faater than a thought oan fly, 
Aud feeds his plaueta with etemal 6reB ! 16C0 

This Heliopolia by ^reater far 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile was buiH ; 
And He alone wlio bullt it can deatroy. 
Beyond thift city why strays human thought ? 
One wonderful, enough for man to know ! IflBS 

One infinite, enough for man to ränge ! 
One firmament, enough for man to read ! 
O what Yoluminous instruction here ! 
What page of wisdom ia denied him ? none, 
If learning hi» chief loaaon makea bim wiae. 1680 

Nor is instruction here our only gain : 
There dwells a noble patboa in the akiea, 
Which warms our pasaions, proeelytea onr hetita. 
How eloquently shines the glowing pole ! 
With what authority it gires ita charge, tOK 

ReraonPtrating great truths in atyle aobSaM, 
Though silent, loud ! heard earth around ; «bof» 
The planets heard ; and not nnheard m htfll ! 
Hell haa her wonde.-, though too prood to pnii». 
Is earth, then, mor6 infamal ? haa ab^ thoa» tM 
Who neither preise (Lorcmzö !) nor admire ? 

liorenzo^a admitution, preengagad, 
Nee'r aak'd the Moon one <fm^cia ? noTtr Md 
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Least correspondenco with a single star ; 
Ne'er rear*d an altar to tho qaeen of heaven 1645 
Walking in brightness, or her train adored. 
Their sublunary rivals have long since 
Engross'd bis whole devotion ; stars malign, 
Wbich made the fond astronomer run mad, 
Darken bis intellect, corrupt bis heart ; 1650 

Cause bim to sacrifice bis fame and peace 
To momentaty madness, call'd delight : 
Idolater more gross, tban ever kiss'd 
The lifled band tö Luna, or pour'd out 
The blood tö Jovo ' — O Thou, to whom belongs 1655 
All sacrifice ! O Tbou great Jove unfeigB*d ! 
Diyine Instructer ! Tbj iirst volome tbis 
For man*8 perusal ; all in capitals ! 
In moon and stars (Ueaven's golden alpliabet !) 
Emblazed \o seize thc sight, wbo mns xnay read ; 1660 
Who reads can understand. Tis unconfined 
To Christian land or Jewry ; fairly writ, 
In language universal, to mankind ; 
A. language lofty to the Icam'd, yet plun 
To those that feed the flock, or guido tÜe pl<vighy 1665 
Or from its busk strike out the bounding gndn 
A language wnrtby the great Mind that [q>eak8 ! 
Pre&ce and comment to the saered page ! 
Which oft refers its reader to the skies. 
Ab presupposing bis first lesson there, 1670 

And Scri][»ture 'seif a fragment, that unread. 
Btupendoi» book of wisdom to the wise ! 
'Stupendodi teok ! and open'd, Night ! by theo. 

By thee mnch open'd, I confoss, O Night ! 
Tet more I wish ; but how shall I prevail ? 1075 

Say, gentle Night ! whose modest, maiden beaim 
Oive US a new Creation, and present 
Tho world'fl great picture sofünM to the sight ; 
Nay, klhder fiür, fkr more indulgent still, 
Say» thou, whosiB müd dominion's silyer key 1680 
UiUockfl our hemisphere, and seti to view 

t23 
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Worlds beyond number ; worldf ooii0eal*d bj daj 

Behind the proud and envioas itar of noon ! 

Canst thou not draw a deeper scene, — and ahow 

The Mi^htj Potentate to whom belong 1685 

These rieh regalia, pompoaaly display'd 

To kmdle that high hope : Like hkn of Us, 

I gaze around, I search on every aide — 

for a glimpae of Hirn my soul adores ! 

As the chased hart, amid the desert waste, 1690 

Pants fbr the liying strcam ; for Hirn who made her 

So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 

Oi snblunary joys. Say, goddess ! where ? 

Whero biazes bis bright court ? where burns bis throne? 

Thou know'st, for thou tri near Hirn ; by tbee, round 

His grand pavilion, sacred Farne reports 1696 

The sable curtain drawn. If not, can nona 

Of thy fair ditughter-train. so swift of wing, 

Who trayel &r, diacoyer where he dwells ? 

A Star his dwelling pointed out below. 1700 

Ye PleYades ! Arcturus ! Mazaroth ! - 

And thou, Orion ! of still kcener eye ! 

Say ye, who guido the wildernd in the wayes. 

And bring them out of tempest into port ! 

On which band must I bcnd my course to find bim ? 

These courtiers keep the sceret of their king ; 1706 

1 wake whole nights, in yain, to steal it from them 
1 wake, and, waking, climb Night*s radiont scale 

From sphere to sphere, tho steps by Natore aet 
I'or man 's ascent, at once to tempi and aid ; 1710 

\'d tempt his eye, and aid his towering thongbi, 
IVJ it arriyes at ihe great goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation*s rapid car, 
From earth, as from my barrier, l set out. 
How swifl I mount ; xliminish'd earth recedea : 1715 
I pass the moon ; and, from her fiirther aide, 
Pierce Heayen*6 blue curtain ; atrike into remote ; 
Where, with Yiit isStod t\i^>Üva wi^l^SA tg^^« 
Hia arüficbl wty \o\aTi«^ na»*, 
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And to celestial lengrtheiis human si^rht. 1790 

I pause at every planet on my road, 

Aud aak for Hirn who givtB their orbs to roll, 

Their foreheads fair to shine. From Satum'g ring, 

In which of earths an army might be lost, 

With tfae bold comet take mj bolder flight, 1725 

Amid tliose sororeign gloriea of tke akiesi 

Of independent, natire lustre proud ; 

The souls of Systems ! and the lords of lifo, 

Through their wide empires ! — ^What behold I now ? 

A wildernesa of wonder burning round, 1790 

Whero larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; 

Perhaps the villas of descending gods ; 

J^oT halt I here ; my toil is but begun ; 

Tis but the threshold of the Deity ; 

Or, far beneath it, I am groyeling still. 1735 

Nor is it stränge ; I built on a mistake : 

The grandeur of bis works, whence Folly songht 

For aid, to Reason set»His glory higher ; 

Who built thtts high for worms (mere Worms to Hirn) 

O where, Lorenzo, must the builder dwell ? 1740 

Pause theU) and, for a moment, here respire— 
If human thought can keep its Station here. 
Where am I ? — where is earth ? — nay, whero art thou, 
O Sun ? — ^Is the Sim lum'd recluse ? — and are 
His boaated expeditiona short to mine ? — 1745 

To mine kow short ! On Nature's Alps I stand. 
And see a thousand firmaments beneath ! 
A thousand Systems ! as a thousand grains ! 
So much a stranger, and so late arrived, 
How can man*s curious spirit not inquire 1750 

What are the natiyes of this world sublimoi 
Of this so foreign, unterrestrial sphere, 
Where mortal, untranslated, never stray*d f 

' O ye, as distant from my little home 
As fwiftest sunbeams in an age can fly ; 1735 

Far from my native element I roam, 
Ik qoest of new and wonderful to man. , 
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What province this, of his immense domain, 

Whom all obeys ? or mortaJs here, or gods ? 

Te borderers on the coasts of bliss ! what are you ? 

A colony from Heaven ? or only raised, 1761* 

By frequent visit fiom Heaven'a neighbouring realmii 

To secondary gods, and half divine ?— > 

Whate'er your natura, this is past dispute, 

Tar otber lifo you live, far other tongue 176& 

You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 

Than man. How various are the ^orks of God ! 

But say, what thought ? Is Reason here enthronedi 

And absolute ? or Sense in arms against her ? 

Have you two lights ? or need you no reveal'd ? 1770 

Enjoy your happy realms their golden age i 

And had your Eden an abstemious Eve ? 

Oor Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 

And ask their Adams — ' Who would not be wiso ?' 

Or, if your mother feil, are you redeem*d ? 1775 

And, if redeem'd — ^is your Redeemer scom'd ? 

Is this your final residence ? if not, 

Change you your scene translated, or by death ? 

And if by death, what death ? — Know you disease ? 

Or horrid war ? — With war, this fatal hour, 1780 

Europa groans (so call we a small field 

Whcre kings run mad.) In our world, Death deputes 

Intemperance to do tho woik of Age, 

And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 

As slow of execution, for despatch 1785 

Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them slay 

Their sheep (the silly sheep they fleoced before,) 

And toss him twice ten thousand at a meal. 

Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 

With you, can rage for plunder make a god ? 1790 

And bloodshed wash out every other stain ? — 

But you, pcrhaps, can't bleed : from matter gross 

Your spirits clean are delicately clad 

In finespun ether, pi\v\\e^^d.\.o w^^lx^ 

ünloaded, uumfocUd. ^o^ \xöS^^ ^res^ 
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The lot uf man l ])oiv tVw of human rac« 
By their own mud unmotder'd ! how we wage 
8elf-war etemal ! — Is your painfiil dajr 
Of hardy conflict o'er ? or are you still 
Raw eandidatea at achool ? and haye you thofe 1800 
Who disaffect reirenuona, aa with us ? — 
Bot what ore we ? you never heard of man, 
Or eartb, the bedlam of the untverse ! 
Where Reaaon (undiaeased with you) nins mad 
And nuraea Folly's children aa her own, 1805 

Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount 
Öf Holinest, where Reason is pronounced 
In/allible, and thunders like a god, 
E'en there, by saints the demons are outdone ', 
What these think wron^, cur saints refine to TighO, 
And kindly teach dull Hell her own black arts ; 1811 
Satan, instructed, o'er their morals sinilesw — 
But this how Strange to you, who fcnow not man ! 
Has the least rumour of our race arrived ? 
Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car ? 1815 

Fass*d by you the good Enoch, on bis road 
To those fair fields whenoe Luoifer was hurl'd ; 
Who brush'd, perhaps, your sphere in his descent, 
Stain'd your pure crystaLether, or let fall 
A Short ecHpse from his portentous shade ? 18S0 

O that the fiend had lodged on some broad orb 
Athwurt his way ; nor reach'd his present home, 
Then blacken'd earth, with footateps foul'd in Hell, 
Nor wash'd in ocean, as from Rome he pass'd 
To Britain's isle ; too, too conspicuous there.* 1625 

But this is all digression : where is He 
That o'er Heaven's battlements the &lon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darkness ? where is He 
Who sees Creation's summit in a vale ? 
He whom, wnile man is man, he can't but seek, 1830 
And if he finde, commences more than man f 
O fi>r a teloMope his throne to reach *. . 

Teil me, ye Jearn*d ou earih l ot ^Aeaa'd i^qn%\ v. ^- 

22* 
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Te searcbln^, ye Newtonian angels ! teil 

Where your Great Master'« orb ! his planet« where ? 

Those conscious satcllites, those mofuing stan, 1836 

First-born of Deity ! from central love, 

By yeneration most profound, tbrown oflT; 

By flweet attraction uo les» strongly drawn ; 

Awed, and yet rapturod ; raptured, yet serpne ; l&IO 

Fast thought illustribus, but wiih borrowM boami; 

In still approaching circlos still remote, 

Revolving round the'Sun's eternal Siro ? 

Or sent, in lines direct, on embassies 

To nations — in what latitudo ? — beyond ' 1845 

Torrestrial thought's horizon \ — and on what 

High errands sent ? — Here human efFort ends, . 

And leaves me still a stranger to his throne. 

Füll well it might f I quite inistook my road ; 
Born in an age more curhius thon devout, 1850 

More fond to fix tlie place of heaven or hell, 
Than studious this to shun, or that secure. 
"^is not the curious, but the pious, pathv 
Tliat loads me to my point. Lorenzo ! know, 
Without or star or angel for tlieir guido, 185o 

Who worshlp God shall find hiii:. Humble Lovo, 
And not proud Rcaaon, keeps the door of heaven ; 
Lovo finds adniission where proud Science fails. - 
Man's scienco is the culture of his heart, 
And not to lose his plummet in the depths 1860 

Of Nature, or the more profound of God : 
Either to know, is an attcmpt that sets 
The wisest on a level with the fool. 
To fathom Nature (ill attempted here !) 
Fast doubt, is deep philosophy above ; 1665 

Higher degrees ih bliss archangels takc, 
As deeper learn'd, the decpest learning still. 
For what a thunder of Omnipotence 
(So might I dare to «peak') is scen in all ! 
In man ! in carlVi \ \^ mot«» tim-aiATv^ ^\«ä\ \^OT 

^achirig tlus \p.sson?udti\«\oTA\v\.^V'w\\— 



THE CONSOLATION. 259 

' Not decply to discern, not much to know, 
Mankuid was born to wonder and adoire I' 

And is there cause for higher wonder still 
Than that which Struck us from our p&st surveys ?— 
Yes 5 and for deeper adoration too. 1876 

Frora my late airy travel unconfined, 
Havo I learn'd nothing ? — Yes, Lorenzo ! this; 
Kach of thesc stärs iä a roli;rious house ; 
I M.W their altars smoke, their incense rise, 1880 

And heard hosannas ring tlirough every sphere, 
A semlnary fraught wlth future gods. 
Nature all o'er is consecrated ground, 
Teeming with growths iramortai and divine. 
The great Proprietor's all bounteous band. 1885 

Leaves nothing itraste, but sows these fiery fields 
With soeds of Reason, which to virtues riso 
Beneath bis gnnial ray ; and, if escaped 
The pestilential blasts of stubborn will, 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the skies. 1890 
And is dovotion thought too much o];i earth, 
When beings, so superior^ homago boast. 
And triumph in prostrations to the throne ? 

But wherefore more of planots or of stars ? 
Ethereal journeys, and, discbver'd there, 1895 

Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devout| 
All Nature sending incense to the throne, 
Except the hold Lorenzos of our sphere ! 
Opening the solemn sources of my soul, 
Since I havo pourM, like feign'd Eridanüs, 1900 

My flowing numbors o'er the flaming skies, 
Nor see of fancy or of fact what more 
Invites the Muse — ^here tum we, and reiriew 
Our pass'd noctumal landscape wide ; then say, 
Say, then, Lorenzo ! with what burst of heart, 190^« 
The whole, at once, revolving in bis thooght» 
Must man ezclaimt adoring and aghast ? 
' O wbtit a root ! O what a branch, \% Yi<dt«\ 
O whai a Father i what a famWy \ 
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Worlds! Systems! and ereations! — and creationt, 1910 

Jn one agglomerated Cluster, hung, 

Great Vine !* on thee ; on thee the Cluster hangSi 

The filial Cluster ! infinitely spread 

In glowing globes, with yarious being firaught. 

And drinks (nectareous draught !) imtnortal lift. 191S 

Or, sbpjl I saj (fc*r who can say enough ?) 

A constellation of ten thousand gems, 

(And, O ! of what dimension ! of what weiglit !) 

Set in one eignet, flamos on the right hand 

Of Majcsty divine ! The blazing seal, 1990 

That deeply stamps, on all created mind, 

Indelible, his sovereign attributes, 

Omnipotence and Love ! that passing bound. 

And this surpassing that. Nor stop we here 

For want of power in God, but thought in man. 1926 

E'en tbis acknowledged, leaves us still in debt; 

tf greater aught, that greater all ts thine, 

Dread Sire ! — Acqept this miniature of Thee, 

And pardon an attempt from raortal thought. 

In which archangels might have fail'd, unbiduied.* 

How such ideas of the' Almighty's power, 1931 

And such ideas of the' Almighty's plan, 
(Ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ! nor of them alone l 
The fulness of the Deity breaks forth 1935 

In inconceivables, to men and gods. 
Think, then, O thiuk, nor ever drop the thought 
How low must man descend whon gods adore ! 
Have I not, then, accomplish'd my proud boast ? 
Did I not teil thee ' We would mount, Lorenzo ! 1940 
And kindle our devotion at the stars ?' 

And have I fail'd ? and did I flatter thee ? 
Aild art all adsmant ? and dost confute. 
All urged, with one irrefragable smile ? 
Lorenzo ! mirth how miserable here ! 1945 

SwetLT by the »VaiSjVy B\m -«Vio \säA» ^^iVGCL^«:wear,. 
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Tbj beut, henccföftii, daU be as pare as tbaij; 
Tben tlMW, like tJlell^ shaiilshiBe : likeÜKB^sbakiin 
From Vom to loAj, firom ohacare to bngbi» 
Bj dne gradatioo, 2(atiiie*s acnd hir. 1950 

Tlie sUn firom vbence f — ask diaos— Iw can talL 
TiMae brigbt temptalious to idoiatxj 
From darkiwa» and ronfiwifwi took their biitli : 
Sons of defivmity ! &om fluid dr^s 
Tartarean, fint thej roae to masaes mda, 1955 

And thea to ^iherea opaque ; then dimly sbon«, 
Tbfln brighten'd ; then blazed out in perlect day 
Nature delights in progress, in advance 
From worse to better ; out when minds anraiidy 
Progreas, in paxt, depends npon tbemselTes. 19G0 

Hearen aida ezcrtion : greater makea the great ; 
Tbe yolontary little lesaens more. 
O be a man ! and tbou fbalt be a god ! 
And half aelf-made ! — ambition how di^ine ! 

O thon, ambitions of diagrace ahme ! 19fö 

StiH undeTOOt ? nnhindled ? — thoogh high tanght, 
Schoord by the skies, and pupil of the stars. 
Rank coward to tho faahionable jWorld ! 
Art thoQ aahamed to bend thy knee to Beaten ? 
Curaed fume of pride, ezhaled fircm deepest heU ! 
Pride in religion ia man's highest praise. 1971 

Bent on destruction ! and in loye with death ! 
Not all thcse lominaries, quench'd at once, 
Were half so sad as one benighted mind, 
Wbich gropes for happiness, and meetadeapair. 1975 
How like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimmering tapers, silent aits ! 
How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens Nature's acene ! 
A scene more sad Sin makes the darken'd aool, 1980 
All comfort kills, nor leavcs one spark ahve. 

Though blind of heart, still open is thine eye. 
Why such magni£cenco in all Üiou se««Xt 
OfnuLtUi'B grandeur, know one eud \a \>d^^ 
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To teil the rational^ who ^zet on it^ — 1966 

' Though that immeiuely ^eat, still gr^ater he 
Whose breast capricious, can embrace and lodgei 
Unburden'd, Natureis universal scheme ; 
Can grasp Creation with a singlü thongbt ; 
Creation grasp, and not exclude its Sire.* — 1990 

To teil him farther — ^ It behoves him much 
To guard the* important, yet depending fate 
Of being brighter than a thousand sons ; 
One Single ray of thoagbt outshines them all.* — 
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 1996 

Superior heights, and on bis purple wing, 
His purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of gold, 
Rising, where the jght ui now denied to rise, 
Look down triumphant on these dazzling spherea. 

Wby then persist ? — no mortal ever lived 2000 

But) dying, he pronounced (when words are troe) 
The whole that charms thce absolutely vain ; 
Vain, and far worse ! — Think thou with dying men ; 
O condescend to think as angels think ! 
O tolerate a chance for happiness ! 2005 

Our natura such, ill choice insures iU fate ; 
And hell had been, though there had been no God. 
Dost thou not know, my new Astrononier ! 
Earth, turning from the Sun, bringe night to man ? 
Man, turning from his God, brings endless night ; 
Where thou canstread no morals, find no frlend, 2011 
Amend no manners, and czpect no peace. 
How deep the darkness ! and the groan how loud ! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames ! — 
Such is Loronzo's purchase ! such his praise ! 2015 
The proud, the politic Lorenzo's praise ; 
Though in his ear, and leveFd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the volume of the skies. 

For tliink not thou hast heard all this from me ; 
My song but echoes what great Nature speaks. * 2090 
What has she spoVien^ — •T\\.\xs>^^ ^^^^^"ä «^«jJiä^ 
Thus speaks foi e^rei •.— ' V\wi«>,^N.^^N.xa^'*V'wA^ 
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A SoYerei|^ which o'er all things rolls his eye, 
Extends his wing, promolgates his comraands, 
But| aboYe all, diffuses endless good ; 2025 

To whom, for sure redress, the wroDg'd maj fly, 
The yile fcr mercy, and the pain'd for peace ; 
By whom the yarious tenants of these spheres, 
Diyersified in fortunes, place, and powersi 
Raised in enjoyment, as in wortii they rise, 2030 

Arriye at length (if worthy such approach) 
At that bless'd fountain-head firom which they streanu 
Where conflict past redoubles present joy, 
And present joy looks forward on increase, 
And that on more ; no period ! every step 2035 

A double booii ! a promise and a bliss.' 
How easy sits this scheme on human hearts ! 
It suits their make, it sooths their yast desires ; 
Passion is pleased, and Reason asks no more : 
'Tis rational ; 'tis great ! — but what is thine ? 2040 
Jt darkens ! shocks ! ezcruciates ! and confounds ! 
JLeayes us quite naked, both of holp and hope, 
Sinking from bad to'worse ; few years the sport 
Of Fortune, then the morsel of despair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo ! (for thou know'st it well) 2045 
What*s yice ? mere want of rompass in our thougbt. 
Religion what? — the proofof common sense. 
How art thou hooted where the least preyails ! 
Is it my fault if these truths call thee fool ? 
Ana thou shalt neyer be miscall'd by me. 2050 

Can neither Shame nor Terror stand thy friend ? 
And art thou still an insect in the mire ? 
How like thy guardian angel haye 1 flown ; 
8natch*d thee from earth, escorted thee through aH 
The* ethereal armies ; walk'd thee, like a god, 2065 
Through splendours of first magnitude, arronged 
On either band ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet ; 
0|pse-cruised on the bright paradise of God, 
And almost introduced thee to the throne ! 
Aiul ärt tiioo ctin carousi^g, foi dAUg)\l, Qfi^ 
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Rank poifon, firat fenneiiting to mere froth, 

And then subsiding into final gall ? 

To beings of sublime, immortal make, 

How shocking is all joy whose end is eure ! 

Such joy more shocking still, the more it cliarma ! 

And dost thtm choose what ends ere well begxuii 2086 

And infamons as short ? and dost thou choose 

(ThoQ, to whose palate glory i& so sweet) 

To wade intof ^erdition through contempt, 

Not of poor bigota only , but thy own ? 2070 

For I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart, 

And Seen it blosh beneath a boastful brow ? 

For by ctrong Guilt's most vioient assault, 

Conscience is but disabied, not destroy'd. 

O thou most awful being ! and most yain 1 2075 
Thy will how frail ! how glorions is thy power ? 
Though dread Eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss and woe in thy despotic breast ; 
Though heaven and hell depend upon thy choice, 
A bctterfly comes cross, and both &re fled. 2080 

Is this the picture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, shall it be more just ? 
Lorenzo ! no ; it cannot, — shall not be, 
If there is force in reason ^ or in sounds 
Chanted beneath the glimpses of the moon, 2085 

A magic, at this planetary hour, 
When Slumber locks the general lip, and dreamSi 
Through sen&eless mazes, hunts souls uninspired. 

Attend — ^the sacred mysteries begin 

My solemn nlght-bom adjuration hear : 2090 

Hear, and I'U raise thy splrit from the dust, 
While the stars gaze on this enchantment new ; 
Enchantment not infernal, but divine ! 

' By Silence, Death's peculiar attribute ; 
By Darkness, Guilt's inevitable doom ; 2096 

By Darkness and by Sil<Bnce, sisters dreafl ! ^ 

Tbat draw the cnttaiii Tonxk^l^v^V« ^^iDk^&s»BA^ 
And raisß ideiis eolemii us \\]a «c«ii^\ 
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By Night, and all of awful Night presenta 
To thought or sense (of awful much, to hoth 2100 
The goddesa brings \) By these her -trembling firea, 
Like Vesta's, ever-baming, and, like hers, 
Sacred to thooghts inunaculate and pure l 
By these bright oratora that prove and praise, . 
And press theo to revere the Deity ; , 2105 

Perhaps, too, aid thee, when revered, a while 
To peach his throne, as stages of the aoin, 
Through which, at different periods, ehe shaJl pass, 
Refining gradual, for her final height, 
And purging off some dross at every sphere ! 2110 
By this dark pall thrown o'er the silent world ! 
By the world's kings and kingdoms most renown'd, 
From short Ambition's zenith set for ever, 
Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom ! 
By the long list of swifl mortality, 2115 

From Adam downward to this evening knell, 
Which midnight waves in Fancy's startled eye, 
And shocks her with a hundred centuriet», 
Round Death's blackbannerthrong'din human thougUt 
By thousands, now, resigning^ their,last breath, 2120 
And calling thee— wert thou so wise to hear ! 
By tombs o'er tombs arising, human earth 
Ejected, to make room for-^human earth^ 
The monarch's terror ! and the sexton's trade ! 
By pompouB obsequies that shun the day, 212^ 

The torch funoreal, and the nodding plume, 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud, 
Boast of our ruin ! triumph of our dust ! 
By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones, 
And the pala ionp that ahows the ghastly dead, 2130 
More ghastly through the thick incumbent gloom \ 
By Visits (if there are) from darker scenes, 
'Tha gliding spectre ! and the groaning. groye ! 
By^oans, aiüd ^aves, and miseries that groan 
F«r the grava'» shelter ! By desponding mexv, ^^ 
ffcamhBs to pama of death from paxLg« oC gio^X 
«3 
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By Guilt's laat audit ! By jon moon in blood, 
The rocking firmament, th) falling stars, 
And thander's last discharge, great Nature'j kneU! 
Bj Bocond Chaos, and etemal Night, — 2140 

Be wise— nor let Philander blame mj charm ; 
Bat own not iU discharged mj double debt, 
LoTe to the living, daty to the dead. 

Fol know I*in but executor ; he left 
Tbif moral legacy ; I make it o'er 2145 

By hia command : Philander hear in me, 
And Heaven in both.~^If deaf t>o these, oh ! hear 
Florello's tender voice ; his weal depends 
On thy resolve ; it trembles'at thy choice ; 
For bis sake — ^love thy seif : example strikes 2150 

All human hearts ; a bad example more ; 
More still a tather's ; that insures bis ruin. 
As parent of bis being, wonldst thou proye 
The' unnatural parent of bis miseries, 
And make bim eurse the being whicb thou gayest ? 
Is this tae blessing of so fond a father ? 2156 

If careless of Lorenzo, spare, ob ! spare 
Florello's father, and Pbilander's friend ! 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins bim ; 
And from Philander's friend the world expects 2160 
A conduct no dishonour to the dead. 
Let passion do what nobler motive sbould ; 
Let love and emulation rise in aid 
To reason, and persuade tfaee to be — ^bless'd. 

This seems not a request to bo denied ; 2165 

Tet (such the' infatuation of mankind !) 
Tis the most hopeless man can make to man. 
Shall I then rise in argument and wa(|pitKi ? 
And urge Pbilander's posthumous adrice, 

From topics yet unbroach'd ? 2170 

But, ob ! I faint ! my spirits fall ! nor stränge ! 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime ! ^ 

To wbich my gre«.! Cx^^V.'Oi'^ ^'ot'^ ^-äÄ?^', 
And calls — -Wt, tionw , *^^ n^mu ^%«^% ^-fr^ ^mvsü. 
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Has Btroked my droopingr lids, and promisei 2175 

My long arrear of rest : the down j god 
(Wont to retum with our retoming peace) 
Will pay, ere long, and bless me with repose. 
Haste, haste, sweet stranger ! from the peasant'i cot» 
The shipboy's hammock, ot the soldier's straw, 2180 
Whence Sorrow never chased thee ; with thee bring 
Not hideoas visions, as of lata, bat draughts 
Delicious of well tasted cordial rest, 
Man's rieh restorative ; bis balmy bath, 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play 9185 

The various movements of this nice machuie, 
Which asks such frequent periods of repair. 
When tired with vain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 
Fresh we spin on, tili sickness clogs our wheelS) 2190 
Or death quite breaks the spring, and motion euds : 
When will it end with me ? 

* Thou only know'st, 

Thou, whose broad eye the future and the past 
Joiiis to the present, making one of three 2194 

To mortal thought ! Thou know'st, and Thou alone, 
AU knowing ! — all unknown ! — and yet well known ! 
Near, though remote ! and,, though unfathom*d, feit ! 
And, though invisible, for ever seen ! 
And seen in all ! the great and the minute ; 
. Bach globe above, with its gigantic race, 2200 

Each flower, each leaf, with its small people swarm^d, 
(Those puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 
To the first thought that asks ' From whence ?' declar« 
Tbeir common soorce : thou fountain, ronning o'er 
In rivers of conmunicated joy ! 2205 

Who gavest us speech for far, far humbler thomei ! 
Say by what name shall I presume to call 
Hirn I see burning in these countless suns, 
As Moses in the bush ? Illustrious Mind ! 
The whole creation less, far less, to Thee^ %t.\& 

TJtaa ihat to the creation's ample Tound, 
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How shall I name Thee ? — How my labooring Knil 
Heaves undemeath the thought, too big for birth ! 

* Great System of perfections ! roighty Cause 
Of causes mighty ! Cause uncaused ! sole root SS15 
Of Nature, that luxuriant growth of God * 
Fürst Father of effects ! that progeny 
Of endless series ; where the golden chaia*« 
Last link admitii a period) wbo can toll ? 
Father of all that is or heard or hears ! 
Father of all that is oz seen or sees ! 
Father of all that is or shall arise ! 
Father of this immeasurable mass 
Of matter multiform, or dense or rare, 
Opaque or lucid, rapid or at rest, 
Minute or passing bound ! in each extreme 
Of like amaze and mystery to man. 
Father of these bright milUons of the night ! 
Of which the least, füll Godhead had proclaim*d, 
And thrown the gazer on bis knee — Or, say, 2230 
Is appellation higher still thy choice ? 
Father of matter's temporary lords ! 
Father of spirits ! nobler ofispring ! sparks 
Of high paternal glory, rieh endow'd 
With various measures, and with various modes 2235 
Of instinct, reason, Intuition; beams 
More palo or bright from day divine, to break 
The dark of matter organized (the wäre 
Of all created spirit) beams that rise 
Each over other in superior light, 2240 

Till the last ripens into lustre streng, 
Of next approacli to Godhead. Father fond 
(Far fonder than ero bore that name on earth) 
Of intellectual beings ! beings bless'd 
With powers to please thee, not of passive ply 2245 
To laws they know not ; beings lodged in seats 
Of well adaptcd joys, in different d ,3168 
Ofthis impoiial paiato ^ox VVj äotä-, 
Of thia pioud, popu\ous, ^^W. ^cv\\rar^> 
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Thong'i boundless habitation, plann'd by Thee ; 2250 

Whose several clans their soTeral climates suit, 

And transposition, doubtiess, would destroy. 

Or, oh ! indulge, immortal King ! indulge 

A title less august, indeed, but more 

Endearing ; all ' how sweet in human ean ! 2255 

Sweet in our ears, and triumph iii our hearts! 

Fathcr of immprtality to man ! 

A theme that %tcly* set n^y soul on fire — 

And Thou the nezt ! yet equal ! thou by whom 

That blessing was convey'd, far more ! was bought, 

Inefiable the price ! by whom all worlds 2261 

Were made, and one redeem'd ! illustrioos Light 

From Light iUastrious ! thou, whose regal power 

Finita in time, but infinite in Space, 

On more than adamantine basis fix'd, 2265 

O'er more, far more, than diadems and thronoa 

Inviolably rcigns, the dread of gods ! 

And, oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whose foot, 

And by the mandate of whose awful nod» 

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 2270 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

Through the short Channels of expiring time^ 

Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

Calmt or tempestuous (as thy Spirit breathes) 

In absalute subjection ! — And, O Thou ! 2275 

The glorious Third < distinct, not separate ! 

Beaming from both ! with both incorporate, 

And (stränge to teil !) incorporate with dust ! 

By condesoension, as thy glory, great, 

Enshrined in man ! of human hearts, if pure, 2280 

Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 

Of heaven with distant earth ! by whom, I trost, 

(If not inspired) uncensured this address 

To Thee, to Them—to whom ? — mysterious power ! 

Reveal'd— yet unreveald'd ! darkness in light ! 2285 

Number in unity ! our joy ! our dread ! 

'See iVi/orhts the Sixlh and Seven»!^. 
23» 
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The triple holt that lajs all wrong^ in min ! 

That animates all right, the triple Sun! 

Sun of the soul ! her nerer setting San ! 

Triane, unutterable, unconceiTed, fM 

Absconding, yet demonatraUe, Great G^ ! 

Greater than greatest ! better than the best ! 

Kinder than kindeet ! with eoft Pity's eye, 

Cr (strenger still to speak it) with thine own, 

From thy bright horae, from that high rrmtmenl S896 

Where Üion, from all etemity, hast dwelt ; 

Beyond archangels* nnassisted ken, 

From far above what mortals highest call, 

From Eleyation's pinnacle, look down, 

Through — ^what ? confounding interTal ! 'ihröagli all, 

And more, than labouring Fancy ean conceive ; 8301 

Thirough radiant ranks of essences nnknown ? 

Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 

Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

With endless change of rapturous duties fired , 2905 

Through wondrous beings' interposing swanns. 

All clustering at the call, to dwell in thee ; 

Through this wide waste of worlds ! this yista vast, 

AU sanded o'er with suns, suns tum*d to night 

Before thy feeblest beam — look down— down— down, 

On a poor breatbing particle in dust, 2311 

Or, lower, an immortal in bis crimes : 

His crimes forgive ! forgive his virtuos too ? 

Those smaller faults, half converts to the right : 

Nor let me close these eyes, which never more 2315 

May see the Sun (tbough Night's descendin^ seale 

Now weighs up Morn) unpitied and uubless'd I 

In thy displeasure dwells etemal pain ; 

Pain, our aversion ; pain, which strikes me now ; 

And, since all pain is terrible to man, 2320 

Though transient, terrible ; at thy good honr, 

Gently, ah, genlly, lay me in my bed, 

Mj clay-cold bed\ by täXät^^wow, «o near ; 

By natura near, «ÜÄ nearotV^ ^\i«mä\ 
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mn tlMa be tliis an emblexn of mj gnwe ; S325 

Let it outpreanh the prcacher ; eierj night 

Let it outcry the boy at Philipps ear, 

That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb . 

And when (the shelter of thj wing implored) 

My senses, sooth'd^ ahall sink in soft repoie, 2330 

C link tbis truth atiU deeper in mj soul, 

Suggested bj inj pillow, sign'd by Fate, 

First in Fate's Tolume, at the page of Man-— 

^^ Man's sickly soul, though turn'd and toss'd fbr eyer 

From side to s-de^ can rest on i<ought but Thee ; 2335 

Here in fall trust^ hereafter in fuU joy :" 

On Thee, the pronused, snre, etemal down 

Of spirits, toil'd in traTel throttgh this yale : 

N<M' ofthat pillow shall my soul despond ; 

For — Love almighty ! Love almighty ! (sing, 2340 

Ezult, Greation !) Love almighty leigns ! 

The death of deeth ! that cordial of despair ! 

And loud Eternity's triumphant song ! 

* Of whom no more : — ^for, O thou Patron God ! 
Thou Grod and mortal ! thence more God to man ! 
Man*s theme eternal ! man's eternal theme ! 2346 
Thoa can^ not scape nninjured frora onr praise : 
Uninjured from our j^aise can he escape 
Who, disembosom'd from the Father, bows 
The heaven of heavens to kiss the distant earth ! 2360 
Breathes out in agonies a siuless soul ) 
Against the ctoss Death's iron snejTtre breaks ! 
From fan^ish'd Ruin plucks her iiu man prey ! 
Throws wide the gates celestial to his foes ! 
Their graütude, for such a boundless debt, 236$ 

Deputes their sufTering brothers to reeeive ! 
And if deep hun\an guilt in payment fails, 
A^ deeper guilt, prohibits our despiür l 
Bnjoin3 it, as our duty. to rejoice *. 
And (to close all) omnipoteotly kind, 2300 

Takes his delights among the sons of men.** 

* Prov. ctop» yrvü. 
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What words are these — and did they com« from 
Heaven ? 
And were thej spoke to^man ? to guilty man ? 
What are all mysteriös to loye like tbis ? 
The songs of angels, all the melodies 2365 

Of Choral gods, are wafled in the sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart, 
Though plunged, before, in horrors daik aa night : 
Rieh prelibation of consummate joy ! 
Nor wait we dissolution to be bless'd. 2370 

This final effbrt of the meral Muse, 
How justly titled !* nor for me alone ; 
For all that read. What spirit of support, 
What heights of Consolation crown my song ! 

Then farewell Night ! of darkness, now, no more ; 
Joy breaks, shines, triumphs ; 'tis eternal day ! 2376 
Shall that which rises out of nought complain 
Of a fow evils, paid with endless joys P 
My soul ! henceforth, in sweetest union join 
The two Supports of human happiness, 2380 

Which some, erroneous, think can never meet, 
True taste of life, and constant thought of death ! 
The thought of death, sole victor of its dread ! 
Hope be thy joy, and probity thy skill ; 
Thy patron He whose diadem has dropp'd 523S& 

Yon gems of heaven, eternity thy prize ; 
And leaves the racers of the world their own, 
Their feather and their froth, for endless toils : 
They part with all, for that which is not bread , 
They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, power. 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim at more. 2391 
How must a spirit, late escaped from earth, 
Suppose Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcissa's, 
The truth of things new-blazing in ita eye, 
Look back, astonish'd on the ways of men, 2396 

Whose lives' whole drift is to forget their graTM I 
And *vhen out pte&eivl ^iv7\\e^e U ^asa'd, 
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To Bconrge ns with due sense of its abus^, 
The samo aotonishment will seixß os all. 
What ihen must pain us would preierve os now. 2400 
Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late. Lorenzo ! 
Seize wisdom, ere 'tis torment to be wise ; 
That is, seize Wisdom ere she seizes theo. 
For what, my small philosopher ! is bell ? 
'Tis nothing but füll knowledge of the trath, 9405 
When Tnith, resisted long, is sworn our foe. 
And calk Eternity to do ner right. 

Thus darkness aiding intelleotual light. 
And sacred Silence whispering truths divine,^ 
And truths divine conyerting pain to peace, 24 JO 

My song the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Of Fancy, when our hearts remain below ? 24|5 

Virtoe abounds in flatteren and foes ; 
'Tis p^ride to praise her, penance to perform. 
To more than words, to more than wortii of tongne» 
Lorenzo ! rise, at this auspicious hour, 
An hour when Heayen's most intimato with man ; 
When, like a fiüling star, the ray diyine 2421 

Glides swifl into the bosom of the just ; 
And just are all, determined to reclaim ; 
Which sets that title high within thy reach. 
Awake, then ; thy Philander calls : awake ! 2425 

Thou, who shalt wake when the Creation sleeps ; 
When, like a taper, all these suns ezpire ; 
When Time, like bim of Gaza in his wrath, 
Flncking the pillars that snpport the worM, 
In Nature's ample ruins lies entomb'd, 2430 

And midnight, universal midnight ! reigns. 
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BOOK I. 

From loftj themes, from thoughts that soar'd on higiiy 
And open'd wondrous Bcones above the sky, 
My Mase ! descend : indulge my fond desire ; 
With gofler thoughts my melting soul inspire, 
And smoothimy numbers to a female's praise : 5 

A partial world will listen to my laya 
WLile Anna reigns, and sota a female name 
Unrival'd in the gloripus lists of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land ! 
Whose radiant eyes the vanquish'd world commandy 
Virtue is beauty ; bat when charms of mind U 

With eiegance of outward f .«rm are join'd ; 
When youthmakes snchbrightobjects still mwe brighjt 
And Fortune sets them in the strongest light, 
*Ti8 all of heaven that we below may view, J5 

And all but adoraticn is your due. 

Famed female virtue did this islc adom 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen was born : 
Wlien now Maria's powerful arms prevail'd, 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambltion fail'd, 20 

The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 
In blooming youth, adorn'd with every grace, 
Who gain'd a crown by treason not her own, 
And innocently fill'd another's throne, 
Hurrd from the summit of imperial state, 25 

With equal mind sustain'd the Ftroke of Fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part, 
With manly reason fortify bis heart •* 
At once she longs, and is afraid to know ; 
Now swift she moves, and now advances slow, 30 
To find her \ord ', wvQi, ^w^va^^^vNSWi^Xyj ^ 
Silent with fear, iioi dw^^ %>aft toä^xXvä V5^^ 
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Lc»t that, unask'd, in speechless grief discloBO 
The moarnful teeret of his in ward woes : 
Thus ailer uokness, doubtful of her face, 35 

l^e melancholy virgin shuns the glass. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look sereney 
And Borrow sofleu'd by her hcavenly mien, 
She clasps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue ; 40^ 

Gentle and swoet, as vernal zephyi blows, 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rose : 

' Grieve not, my lord ; a crown, indeed, is loft f 
What far outahines a qrown we still may boait % 
A mind composed, a mind that can diadain 45 

A fruitless sorrow fbr a loss so vain. 
Nothing is loss that virtue can improv« 
To wealth eternal, and retarn above ; 
Above, where no distinction shall be known 
Twixt hlm whom storms have shaken from a throne,- 
And him who, basking in the smiles of Fate, 51 

Shone forth in all the splendour pf the great : 
Nor can I find the difference here below \ 
I lately was a queen ; I still am so, 
While Goilford's wife : theo rather I obey, 55 

Than o*er mankind eztei^d imperial sway. 
When we lie down in some obscure retreat^ 
Incensed Maria may her rage forget ; 
And I to death my duty will improve. 
And what you miss in empire, add in love-** 60 

Your godlike soul is open'd in your look. 
And I have faintly your great meaning spoke« 
For this alone I'm pleased I wore the crown, 
To find with what content we lay it down. 
Heroes may win, but 'tis a heavenly race 65 

Can quit a throne with a becoming grace/ 

Thus spoke the fairest of her sex, and checr'd 
Her drooping lord, whose boding bosom fearM 
A darker cloud of ills would burst, and %Vi«4 
Seyerer reiigeaace on her guilÜeBft\ift«A. *^ 
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Too just, alas ! the terrort which he feit : 

For, lo ! a guard ! — forgive bim if ho^malt-^ 

How Sharp her pangs, when sever'd ftom hJt nde, 

The most smcerely loTed and loving bride 

Inapaoe confined, the Muse forbean to teH ; 7» 

Deep was her aaguiih, but she boi^ it well : 

His pain was equal, but his virtue less ; 

He Üionght in grief there conld be no excess. 

Pensive he sat, o*er cast with gloomy care, 

And often fondlj clasp*d his absent Äiir ; 8(^ 

Now7«lent, wander*d through his rooms of statOi 

And sicken'd at the pomp, and taz'd his fate, 

Which dius adom'd, in dl her shinin^ störe, 

A splendid wretch, magnificently poor. 

Now on the bridal bed his eyes were cast, 85 

And anguish fed on his enjoTments past ; 

£ach recollected pleasure made him smart, 

And everj transport stabb'd him to the heart. 

That happy moon which 8ummon*d to deligfat, 
That moon which shone on hie dear nuptial night, 90 
Which saw him tbld her yet untasted charms 
(Denied to princes) in his longing arms, 
Now seee the tran^ient blessing fleet away, 
Empire and love ! the vision of a day. 

Thus, in the British clime, a summer storm 95 

Will oft the smiling face of heaven deform ; 
The winds with violence at once descend, 
Sweep flowers and fhiits, and ntake the forest bend ; 
A sudden winter, while the Sun is near, 
O'ercomes the season, and inverts the yeär. 100 

But whither is ike captiye borne away, 
The beauteous captive ! from the cheerful day ? 
The scene is changed indeed ; before her eyes 
111 beding looks and unknown horrors rise : 
For pomp and splendour, for her guard and crown, 105 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 
Black thoughts each mom invado the lover*s breast : 
Each night a mffian locks a queen to rett. 
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Ah/ raournfql ohange, if judgred by vulgär mindii ! 
But Suffblk'f daughter its advantage finds. 110 

Religion*« fiirc» fiwimt is best display'd 
In deep desertion of all human aid ; 
To succour in eztremea is her deligfat. 
And cheer the heart when terror atrikei the ught. 
We, diabelieving our own senses, gaie, 115 

And wonder what a mortol's heart can raise 
To triumph o'er misfortanos, emile in grief, 
And comfort those who come. to bring relie£ 
We gaze, and as we gaze, wealth, fame deciqr» 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 180 

Against her cares ahe ratsed a dauntlen Biindy 
And with an ardent heart, but most resign^di 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat, 
Amid the silence of her dark retreat, 
Address'd her God — ^ Almighty Power Divine ! 125 
'Tis thine to raise, and to depress is thine ; 
With honour to light up the name unfcnown, 
Or to put out the lustre of a throne. 
In my short span both fortunes I have proTed, 
And though with ill frail natura will be moTod,, tdO 
I'll bear it well * (O strengthen me to bear !) 
And ifmy piety may Claim thy eare, 
If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 
And tumult of a court, a fiiture State ; 
O fsTOur, when thy merey 1 imj^ore, 135 

For one who never guilty sceptre bore ! 
Twas I received the crown ; my lord is fre»; 
If it must fall, let vengeance &11 on me : 
Let him sunriye, his eountiy*8 name to raiMy 
And in a guilty land to speiÜL thy praise ! 140 

O may the' indulgence of a &ther'8 loye, 
Pbur'd fatth on m», be douUed from aboT» ! 
If these are sa&, TU think my prayers sucoeed, 
-And bless thy tender mereiea whüst Ibleed.' 

'Twas now iim moumful eve befbre that day 145 
In which the ^f«»en to her fuU wratfa gvn way 

24 



S78 THE FORCE OF RELIGION. b c. 

Thongh rigid justice nish'd into offenee, 

And drank) in zeal, the blood of Innocence. 

The Sun went down in cloud«, and 8eem*d to mooni 

The sad necessity of his retnrn , 150 

The hollow wind and melancholy rain, 

Or did, or was imagined to complain ', 

The tapers cast an inauapicious light ; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet Innocence in chains can take her rest ; 15b 
Soft slumber gently creeping through her breast, 
She sinks ; and in her sleep is reenthroned, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown*d. 
She views her fleets and armies, seas and land. 
And Stretches wide her shadow of command : 160 

With royal purple is her Tision hung ; 
By phantom hosts are shouta of oonquest mng , 
Low at her feet the suppliant rival lies : 
Our prisoner mourns her fate, and bids her rise. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 165 

Glanced on the hirls, and westward cast the shade ; 
The busy trades in city had began 
To sound and speak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants' breasts the thoughts of Tengeance rouae, 
And the fond bridegroom tums him to his sponse. 170 
At tLis iirst birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Our spouseless bride, or widow'd wife, awakes ; 
Awakes, and smiles ; nor night's impostore blames ; 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 
A short-lived blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 175 

That died in birth, that shone, and were no more : 
She turns her side, and soon resumes a State 
Of mind well suited to her alter'd fate, 
Serene, though serious, when dread tidings come 
(Ah, wretched Guilford !) of her instant doom. 180 
Sun ! hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve ; be guiltless of the sight ; 
Or haste more aViStX^ \.o\\y^^«^^rGLXBakci^ 
Nor let het blood \.\ie coTocaci^ ^vs>\\^1^3li!Bk\ 
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Oh ! how severe ! to fall so new a bride, 185 

Tat blushiug from thä priest, in youthful pride : 
When Time had just maturod each perfect grace, 
Ana open'd all the wonders of her face \ 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 
Fond of his woe and obstinate in grief. 190 

Unhappy Fair ! whatever Fancj drew, 
( Vain promised blessings) vanish from her yiew * 
No train of cheerfal days, endearing nights, 
No sweet domestic joys, and chaste delights ; 
Pleasures that blossora e*eh from doubts and fears. 
And bliss and rapture rising out of cares : 196 

No little Guilford, with patemal grace, 
Lull'd on her knee, or smiling in her face ; 
Who, when her dearest fiither shall retum 
From pouring tears on her untimely um, SOO 

Might comfort to his silver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indalgent heart : 
As whore fruits fall quick-rising blossoms smilo, 
And the blest Indian of his cares beguile. 

In vain these variops reasonp jointly press 205 

To blacken death, and heighten her distress ; 
She throagh the* enciroling terrors darts her sight 
To the bless'd regions of eternal light, 
And Ulis her soul with peace : to weeping firiends 
Her father and her krd she recommends, 210 

Unmov'd herseif: her foes her air survey, 
And rage to see their malice thrown jLway. 
She soars ; now nought on earth detuns her care— 
But Guilford, who still struggles for his share. 
Still will his form importonately rise, 215 

Clog and retard her transport to the skies. 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight^ 
Now catch the brand with a returning light, 
Thus her soul onward, from the seats above 
Falls fundly back, and kindles into love. 220 

At length sho conquers in the doubtful field ; 
That Heaven she seeks will ho her Guilford's shield. 
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Now Death is welcome ; kii approach is slow ; 
'Tis tediouB longer to ezpect tk^ blow. 

Oh) mortalB 1 ehort of «ight, who think the pcik SB 
O'erblown misfortune still «hall proye the last : 
Alas ! misfortimef travel in a train, 
And oft in life form one perpetnal chain : 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
Till life and eorrow meet one common end. SSO 

She thinks tkat ske kas nougkt but death to fear ; 
And death is conquer'd. Worse than death ia near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet eomplete ; 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 
She sees his koary head, all white with age, S35 

A yictim to the' odended monarch'e rage. 
How great the meroy, had ehe breathed her last 
Ere the dire sentence on her father pass'd ! 

A fonder parent Nature neyer knew, 
And as bis age increased bis fondness grew. 240 

A parent's loye ne'er better was bestow'd ; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflowM. 
And can she from all weakness still refrain ' 
And still the firmness of her soul maintain ? — 
Impossible ! a sigh will force its way, 245 

Ono patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She sighs and weeps ! but so she weeps and sighs, 
As silent dews descend, and yapours rise. 

Celestial Patience ! how dost thou defeat 
The ^oe's proad menaoe^ and elude his hate ! 250 

Wliile Passion takes his part, betrays oor peace 
To death and tortare swells each slight disgrace ; 
By not opposing thou dost ühi destroy, 
And wear thy conquer*d forrows into joy. 

Now she reyolves within her anxious mind 255 

What woe still lingers in reserve behind. 
Griefs rise on griefs, and she con see no bound, 
Wliile nature lastS) and can roceive a wound. 
The sword is dra\ai *, tVie «v^J^e^x^Vo i^i^vv *yös3&o:4^ 
Bj mercy nor by p\t\.y eoiÄu»^ 'J^ 
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Whai mercy can the zealot's heart as^uage, 

Whose piety itself converts to rage ? 

Bhe thought, and sigh'd ; and now the blood began 

To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and yr\a : 

New sorrow dimm'd tho lustre of her eye, 2G5 

And on her cheek the fadingroses die. 

AlaB ! should Guilford too — Wben now 8he*8 broiight 

To that dire yiew, that precipice of thought, 

While thefe ehe trembling Stands, nor dares look down, 

Nor can recede, tili Heaven's decrees aro known, 270 

Cure of all ills, tili now, her lord appears — 

Bat not to cheor her heart, and dry her tears ? 

Not now, as usual, like the rising duy, 

To chase the shadows and the damps away ; 

Bot like a gloomy storm, at once to sweep 275 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his rohes, dejected was bis air, 

His voice was frozen by his cold despair ; 

Slow, like a ghost, he moved with solemn pace ; 

A dying paleness sat upon his face : — 280 

Back she recoil'd, she smote her lovely breast, 

Her eyes the anguish of her heart confess'd : 

Struck to the soul, she stagger'd with the wound, 

And sunk, a breathless image, to the groondT 

Thus the fair lily, when the sky's o'ercast, 285 

At first but shuddors in the feeble blast ; 
But when the winde and weighty rains descend, 
The fair and npright stem is forced to bend, 
Till broke, at length, its snowj leave« are shed, 
And fltrew with dying sweets their aative b|d. 290 
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HxR Guilford -clasps her, beautifui in death, 

And with a kiss recals her fleetjng breath : 

To tapeci thus, which by a blast ezpire, 

A 2igbt4d Upex,toaQh*d, restoi«! \^ ^^ 

24» 
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Sha r ear'd her Bwimming^ eye, and saw the Ug^kt, 5 
And Guilford, toO| or ihe had loath'd the sight. 
Her father's d0ttk%he bore, despieed her own, 
But no^ Bhe mtisti ehe will, haye leaye to gTOtta. 
' Ah : Goilford !' vhe began, and would have spohiy ' 
Bat Bobs rush'd in, and every accent broke : 10 

Keason itself, as gusts of paasion blew, 
Vf^s ruffled in the tempest, and withdrew. 

So the youth lost his image in the well, 
When tears upon the yielding aur&ce feil ; 
The scatter'd features slid into decay, 15 

And. spreaaing circles drove his face away. . 

To touch the sort afTcctions, and control 
The manly temper of the bravest soul, 
What with aiHicted be&uty can oompare. 
And drops of love distilUng from the fair ? SO 

It melts US down ; our pains delight beetow, 
And wo with fondness longuish o'er our woo. 

This Guilford proved ; and, with excesa of pain, 
And ploasure too, did to his bosom strain 
The weeping fair : 8 unk deep in sofl desire, 23 

Indulged in love, and nursed the raging fire ; 
Then tore himself away ; and, standing wide, 
As fearing a relapse of fondness, cried, 
With ill dissembled grief, ' My lifo ! forbear ; 
You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear : 30 
Did you not chide my grief? repress your own, 
Nor want compassion for yourself alone. 
Have you beheld how, from the distant main, 
The thronging waves roll on, a numerous train. 
And foam, and bellow, tili they roach the shore, 35 
There burst their noisy pride, and are no more ? 
Thus the successive flows of human race, 
Chased by the Coming, the preceeding chase ; 
They sound and Bwell, their haughty heads they resr, 
Then fall and flatten, break and disappear. 4ft 

Life is a forfeil we m\x«X aVioiVX^ ^tl^ , 
And whaire'i th« mij^fcj \wt* iä ^ ^^i ^» 
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Why should ypu mourn my fate ? 'tis-most unkiiid ; 
Yoar own you bore with an unshaken mlnd : 
And which, can you imagino, wafttho dart 45 

. Hiat drank most blood, sank deepeirt in my heart? 
leannot live without you ; and my doom 
I moet with joy, to share one common tomb."— 
And are again your tears profusely spill'd ? 
Oh . then» my kindness blackens to my giült ! 50 

[t foilaitself if it recal your pain : — 
Life of my life ! I bog you to reirain : 
The load which Fate in^poses you increase. 
And holp Maria to destroy my peace.* 

But, oh ! againHt'bimscIf hift laböur turn'd ; 55 

The more he comforted the more she mourn'd. 
Compassion swells our grief; words soll and kind 
But Booth our weakucss, and dissolve the mind. 
Her sorrow flow'd in streams ; nor hcrs alone ; 
While that he blamed, he yicided to his own. GO 

Where are the smiles she wore when she, so late, 
Ua«l'd him great partner of the regal State : 
When Orient gems around her templus blazed, 
And bending nations on the glory gazed ? 

'Tis now the queen's command they both retreat 65 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in »täte : 
She forms the decent misery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch she would destrcy. 
A spacious hall is hung with black, all liglit 
Shut out) and noon-day daiken'd into night : 70 

From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high|. 
I^ike a dim crescent in a clouded sky ; 
'"Ü theds a quivering, melancholy gloom, 
Which only shows the darkness of tho room * 
A shinlng axe is on the table laid, 75 

A dreadful sight ! and glitters throngh the shade. 

In this sad scene tho lovcrs are e^ttflned, 
A scene of terrors to a guilty mind ! 
A scene that would have darap'd wllh mm^ q.«xm> 
Attd quHe extinguiith'd every lo^e b\]i Üieu%. ^ 
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"What can they do ?, thejr fix their mournful eje« — 

Then Gkiilford thus, abruptly : * I despise 

An empire lost ; I fling away tne crown ; 

Numbers have laid that bricht delusion down ; 

But whcre's the Charles, or Dioclesian where, 85 

Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair ? 

Ob ! to dwcll ever on thy lip ! to stand 

fii füll posscssion of thy snowy band ! 

And, through the' unclouded crystal of thy eye, 

The heavenly treasures of thy mind to spy ! 90 

Till rapture reason happily destroys, 

And my soul wanders through immortal jöy« ! 

Give me the v/orld, and ask roe, * Where's my bliss ? 

I clasp thee to my breast, and answer This. 

And shall the grave' — He groans, and can no more 96 

But all her charms in silence traces o'er ; 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wroughl. 

And wondering sees, in sad presaging thought, 

From that fair neck, that world of beauty, fall, 

And roll alcng the dust, a ghastly ball ! 100 

Oh ! let those trcmble who are greatl}- bless'd ! 
For who but Guilford could be thus distress'd ? 
Como hither, all you happy I all you great ! 
From flowery meadows, and frorn rooms of state ; 
Nor think I call your pleasures to destroy, 105 

But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not ; but, smiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titlcs than the brave or fair. 

Was ever r,ach a mournful, moving sight ? 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling light : 110 

Now they embrace : and, mix'd with bitter woe, 
JLike Isis and her Thames, one stream they flow : 
Now they start wide ; fix'd in benurabing care, 
They stiifen into statucs of despair : 
Now tenderly severe and fiercely kind, 115 

They rush at once ; they limg their »ares behind, 
And clasp, aa \f to deaX,^', iv^i^ Navi%\%^^"«X.^ 
And quito v^tapp'd wp mXw^x^ot^^Ä.SJws« ^^>ä\ 
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A ahort delusion ; for the nging pain 
Retarns, and their poor heorts must bleed agabL 190 

Meantimei the queen new eruelty decreed ; 
But ill content that they should ooly bleed, 
A priest is sent, who, with uiBidioua art, 
Instils hifl poison into Suffolk's heart, 
And Giülford drank it : han^g on the breaaty 185 
He from bis childhood was with Rome poaeis'd. 
When now the ministers of Death draw nigh, 
And in her dearest lord she first must die, 
The snbtle priest, who long had watch*d to find 
The mosi unguarded passes of her raind, 190 

Bespoke her thus : ' Grieve not ; *tis in yonr power 
Your lord to rescue from this fatal hour.' 
Her bosom pants ; she draws her breath with paio ; 
A sudden horror thrills through every yeui ; 
Life seems saspended, on bis words intent, 135 

And her soul trembles for the great event. 

The priest proceeds : * Embrace the faith of Rome, 
And ward your own, your lord*8, and father's doom.' 
Ye blessed spirits ! now your Charge sustain : 
The past was ease : now first she sufiers pain. 140 
Must she pronounce her fatker*8 death ? must she 
Bid Guilford bleed ? — ^It must not, cannot be. 
It cannot be ! but *ti8 the Christian^s praise, 
Above impossibilities to raise 

Tbo weakness of our nature, and deride 145 

Of yain philosophy the boasted pride. 
What though our feeble sinews scarce impart 
A moment*s swiftness to the feather'd dart ; 
Though tainted air our vigorous yonth can break. 
And a chill blast the hardy warrior shake ? 150 

Yet are we streng ; hear the loud tempest roar 
From east to west, and ca?l us weak no more : 
The lightning's unresisted force proclaims 
Our might, and thunders raise our humble names 
TiM our Jehovah fills the heavena *, aaAoi^^ >S& 

At he §htdl reign Almighty , vre ar« iftxoii^ \ 
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Wc, by devotion, borrow from hie throne, 

And almost make Omnipotence our own : 

"We force the gates of heaven by fervent prayer, 

And call forth triumph out of man's despair. 100 

Our lovely moarner, kneeling, lifle her eyes 
And bleedlng hcart, in silenoe, to the skies, 
Devoatly Bad — thon, brightening, like the day, 
When sudden winds sweep scatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majesty, tili now unknown, 166 

And brcathing life and spirit scarce her own, 
She. rising, speaks ; ' If t^iese the terms — ' 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford ! (barbaroas man ! 
Is this thy love ?) as swift as lightning nm, 
O'erwhelm'd her, with tempestucus sorrow firaoghti 
And stifled, in its birth, the mighty thooght : 171 

Then, bursting fresh into a flood of tears, 
Fierce. resolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he beat his breast, 
And thus the fcrvour of his soul ezpress'd : 175 

Oh ! let thy thought o'er our past conveise roye, 
And bIiow one moment uninflaraed with love ! 
Oh ! if thy kindncss can no longer last, 
In pity to thysclf forgct the past ! 
Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, 180 

Pronounco his doom whom thou hast held so dear . 
Thou, who hast took me to thy arms, and swore 
Empires wero vilo, and Fate could give no moro ; 
That to continne was its utmost power. 
And make tlie future liko the present hour : 185 

Now call a ruflian, bid his cruel sword 
Lay wide the bosom of thy worthless lord : 
Transfix his heart (since you its love disclaim) 
And stain his honour with a traitor's name. 
This miglit perhaps be borne without remorse, 190 
But sure a father's pangs will have their force * 
Shall his good ao;e, so near its journey's end, 
Thron (tIi crue\ VoinvenX. \.o X\v^ ^xw^fe ^^^^^\A^ 
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illow blond aä iaaue at a wound, 
I slsve'i fest, and suiuk» upuii llie ground ? 



195 



Then tttkc yoor Tengeimce'— Soffolk now drew nsat, 
Beudiiig binoalh tho bürden ol" liis «aro, 
Hia robes neglected aad his boad was bore : 

it Winter, in tlie yeaily ring, 200 

I Thus «Irjwlj creepB to rnuBt ilie blooniinj Spring ■ 
Downward he caBt a niclnochoij louls, 
ThrLee turn'd to liide lüa gtief, Uien Eiinlly aj " 
* Naw docp in yoar», and forward in deoaj, 
' That D.xe can oaly rob me ofa day : 

y booI'b desiro 1 I can'l rafrain ; 
Ana ehall my leara, my laut teorii, dow in vaii 
TPhen jou ahall know a roolher'B tender nami 
My heart's dislresa no langer will yoa blame.' 
At thiB, afar liia burrtinj groiuia were beard ; 
n trickling down lits eilver bescd 
her band, whicb to bis lipe hfl piew'd, 
' plant a dagger in hia breast j' 
- TliBD, Binking, caü'd ' her piety anjiiBt,' 

rAnd aoil'd his hotiry templea in the duA. 
Hard-hearted tnon ! will you no mercy know l 
Hat the i^UHon bribod yaa lo distresa her faa ? 
I O weali daaertBra to Miafortune'a part, 
liy falsa affeclion thus to piaice her heart ! 
When «lie hod Boar'd, to let your arrawi By, 
And fetch her bleedizig rrani tlie middle aky. 
And can her virtue, apringing from the gronnd^ 
Her flieht lenover, and üiadntn tlio nronnd, 
■Wlien cloaying lovo and buman intereat bind 

rokan farce of her aspiring mind ; 
Ab round tha gsneroua eagle. which in vain 
Eierte iier Bltength, the sarpeiit wrealba hia train,' 

rjggling wingB entanglos, outliag plira. 
Hia poisonaua tail, and atings ber aa sbe fliet.- 

Wbile yel Iba bJow'a firat dreadfal wdig;!!!!. »Sa» ^«ft 
^nrf witb it» Ibrce bat rusolution leals, ■- ' VI 
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Latge doora. uafoliling witli a liioiunrul sound 
To view JiäEover, weltering un tlie groaai], 
Thtee hcadtoBs tiunks of Ibnae wtioM ums müntoii 
And in har wor« immijrtil glorj gnin'd ; ! 

Tbe lifled nie auursd her toady dwom, 
Aüd ailent mournen Rftddeu'd all llie ruam ; — 
Shall I procsBii, or heio break ufi'm; tal«, 
Not trutb» to Btngget humon faitli reveal r 

8he met tliia utino» malicn ol'hor fate ; 

Witi) Christian ili)rnity onii pioua Blate ; 
l'bo bcatJDg Storni'« prajiitioas roga «be bleu'd. 
And oll the aiattjr Uiiimph'd In bor breast. 
Hei lord und falber, fii a momenl'i epar-e, 
She Blricüy folded in lur »11 eir.bnice '. ', 

Th«i tbus ihn BfMihe.wliUe angela beard od high, 
And auddeii gUdnose smilod alang tlie ak; : 

' Yflur a»or-foiidiieBS lias not moved my bats ; 
I am well pleaar.d you itinke my dealb so great : 
1 joy I eannut brvb yuu , and bavc givan 2i0 

Two livea, inucb dearer tlian my own, to Heaven, 
]f lo tbe (jueen decrees.' — Bul 1 havB cause 
To hope my blood iril! satiafy ihe lawa ; 
If thera ia racrcy atill, for Jon, inslorai 
With mo tlia bittariiijss of death ■■ o'sr ; 
Ha abot ins ating in tbat faiewotl embracs, 
And all, thal ia Lo Gomo, is joy aud peace. 
Tli6n let roi Blaken »orrow ba suppreaa'd, 
Nor aeem lo envy lay Bp|ironc)iing reit.' 
ThünJllwning to tbe miniaLors of Falo, 
She, «miling, «ays, ' My viotory'« oompleta ; 
And teil yuiir queea 1 thank ber for tbe blow, 
And grieve iny ^atitude I cannot ifaDir. 
A poor return I tüave in England'! crown, 
For everlaating plansuro and lenowo : IW 

Her goilt alono allayB tbis bappy hont ; 
Her güäil, — Iho only »enguance in her power.' 

ffat Rome, unUraeVA -nVAv «mitni,\iB«i&VsKU».' 

Andfierce Mar''B,Til.i6ötu«\ool»J»- J^M 

• ilert *e emuiM « M«ni- ^^^| 
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